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k ( To Hfe Royal Htbintrss the 

PRINCE of WALES. 



SIR, 

AS Your Royal Highness 
was pleafed to exprefs a 
Defire of feeing a new and cor- 
real Editipn of Mr. Rowes Works, 
the following is humbly fub- 
mitted to Your Royal High- 
n e s s, and it is hoped; will 
prove not altogether unworthy 
of Your Royal Patronage and 
Protection. This indeed with 
his Translation of Lucan is a 
complete Colle<9fion 'of his ge- 



DEDICATION. 

nuine Wor^s, feveral Things being 
here omitted which in former Edi- 
tions were falifly attributed- to 
him, and others being added from 
his original ' Papers which were 
never publifh'd before. And to 
whom can the Works of Mr. Rowe. 
be fo properly addrefs'd as to their 
greateft Patron and Admirer? and 
what an Encouragement is this to 
living Merit, that even the dead 
is not unrewarded by Your Royal 
Highness? 

It is owing chiefly to Vouc 
Royal Highness's Approbation* 
and tq the Influence of Your. 
Royal Prefence, that his Playa 
have been fo frequently a&ed, and 
fo highly applauded : And Your 
Royal Highness has not onlyr 
encourag'd.them as public Enter- 
tainments,.. 
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tainments, but often made them 
the Amufement of private Hours j. 
and Your Royal Children have 
been taught to repeat feveral of 
thebeft and fineft Speeches, with 
a Beauty and Juftnefs that muft 
qharm arid furiprife. every Body 
who has the Happinefs to hear 
them. It is reported of her late 
Nfajefty. Queen Anne, that fhe 
learn' d to fpeak properly of the 
famous Tragedian^ Mrs. Barry, 
and from hence was enabled to de*- 
liver her Speeches tothe Parliament 
in fo graceful a Manner, that they 
loft much of their Beauty and 
Energy, even when they were 
afterwards read in the Heufe by 
my Lord Cowpef. The Art of 
fpeaking properly is certainly n6 
ordinary Qualification, and Your 

Rqyku 
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• 

Royal Highness's Chi] 
promife to excel in this, as wi 
m every Thing elfe that bec< 
great Princes ; fuch is the Care 
Your Royal Highness, anc 
Princess of Wales f ccntini 
take of their Education. 

But Your Royal Highne 
Goodnefs hath not (lopped i 
nor been content with doing 
common Honors to the Men 
of Mr. Rowe ; but it is to 
Opinion of his Merit that I r 
principally afcribe the many 
tinguifhing Marks of Favor, wJ 
Your Royal Highness, 
the Princess of Walesy have t 
gracioufly pleafed to befto w on 
Such Honor is double Honor 5 
at the fame Time that it demai 
tranfpends my warmeft . Ackn> 

ledgnu 
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ledgments. But the Pen of Mr. 
Rome himfelf would fail me here; 
]Language is too poor ; Words can- 
hot eXprefs it; my Heart only 
truly knows, how it overflows with 
Gratitude, add with what entire 
Devotion I am, 



Mayitpleafc Tour Royal Highnes*, 
JwrRoYAL Highness'/ mojl obllgd, 
and mojl obedient, 
*ud mofiduttful Servant, 
Anne Deanes 'Di.'st.vAvsu 



Thefe two Volumes of 1 Plays and Poerns, 
together with the two Volumes of the 
Tranfktion of Lucan, make a complete 
Colleftion of the Works of Mr. Rowej 

/ but as feverai f Rerfom may Be ^efirous of 
having the Plays and Poems, who yci 
may not chufe to purcbafe a Tranflatio* 
of Loican, it has been thought proper^ 
for their Stoker; txr lextra&from Dri 
Welwood\r Account y prefixed to ti 
TranJIation of Lucan, fo much as mc 
be necejjary to rive Jpme Idea, of ti 
Life and Character of the Author. 
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T«E L I F Ef or 

NICHOLAS ' &owE:m# 

&. RO'tVE waslx>rn at Zi«& J9<fr*- 

/<?rJ in Bedford/hire, at tit Houfe of 

fa/per Edwards^ £% his Mother's Father* 
In the Year 1673, of an ancient Family in 
Devon/hire^ that for many Ages had made a 
haridfome JFigUfc in their Country, and was 
knoWn by the Name of Rowts of Lambertoun* 
'He could trace his Anceftors,. in a direft 
Line, "tip to the Times, of the Holy War* 
■vvherrdne of .them fo diftinguifh'd himfelf ia 
• -the Holy Ldndj that at his return, he had the 
Coat of Ariris .giyeri him, Which they bore 
/ £tfer fih£e, that being in thofe Days all the Re- 
' ward of military 'Virtue, or of Blood fpilt ia 
/thofe Expeditions. From that time down- 
ward £6 Mr. J Rowe 9 s Father, the Family kept 
1 tliemfelves to the 'frugal Management of a 
^JtfiV&te Fdrtiirie, and "the innocent j?leafures 
"" 'tff a Country Life. Having a handfome Seat,' 
r >tf d a competent feftfate, they liv'd beyond the 
' Fear'of Want, or Reach ox Envy. In all the 
Ch^ges'of'Goveirhmerits, they are faid to • 
iiave ever leah'd towards the fide of public 
r Liberty, and in that r^tk'd S\\muoty oS. V&s. 
to have beheld with Gnd ^C^c^ ^snr. 
Vol.1. a xsass? 
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many Incroachments" that have been made 
upon it from time to time. 

His Father was Jbbri Rawe, and the firft 
of the Family, as his Son has told me, that 
chang'd a Country Life for a liberal Profeffion. 
After he had pafs'd the Schools at' home, he 
was brought up to London^ and entered -a 
Student of the Law in the Middle Temple, 
where fome time after he was calTd to the 
Bar, and at length made a Serjeant at Law. 
He was a Gentleman in great Efteem for many 
engaging Qualities, of very confiderable Prac- 
tice at the Bar, and flood fair for the firft 
Vacancy on the Bench, when he died the 30th 
of April, 1692, and was buried in the Temple * 
Church the 7th of May following. Let it be 
mention'd to-the Honor of this Gentleman, 
that when he publifh'd Serjeant Benloe and 
Judge Dalifon's Reports, he had the Honefty 
and Boldnefs to obferve in the Preface, how 
moderate thefe two great Lawyers had been 
in their Opinions concerning the Extent of 
the Royal Prerogative ; and that he durft do 
this in the late King James\ Reign, at a time 
when a Bifpenfing Power was fet up, as in- 
herent in the Crown. From fuch worthy An- 
ceftors Nicholas Rowe was defcended, who, 
together with the ancient paternal Seat of the 
Family, inherited their Probity and Good- 
nature, Contentment of Mind, and an un- 
biafs'd Love to their Country. 

13» 
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His Father took all the Care poffible of ) 
his Education, and when he wai fit for it, fent 
him to Weftminfier School, under the famous 
Dr. Bujby. He made an extraordinary Pro- 
grefs in all the Parti of Learning taught in 
that School, and about the Age of twelve 
Years was chofen one of the King's Scholars. 
He became in a little time Mafter to a great 
Perfe&ion of all the Claflical Authors, both 
Greek and Latin, and made a tolerable Pro- 
ficiency in the Hebrew -, but Poetry was his 
early Bent, and his darling Study. He com- 
pos'd at that time feveral Copies of Verfes 
upon different Subjefts both in Greek and 
Latin and fome in Englifb, which were much 
admir'd* and the more that they cod hinr 
very Kttle Pains, and feem'd to flow from his 
Imagination, almoft as fail as his Pen. 

His Father defigninghim for his own Pro- 
feffion, took him from that School when he 
was about fixteen Years of Age, and enter'd 
him a Student in the Middle Temple, whereof 
he himfelf was a Member, that he might 
have him under his immediate Care and In- 
ftru&ion. Being capable of any part of K no^y- 
ledge he apply'd his Mind to, he made very 
remarkable Advances in the Study of the 
Law ; and was not content, as he told me, 
to know it as a Collc&ion of Statutes or 
Cufioms only, but as a Syfiem founded upon 
right Reafon, and calculated for the good of 
a 2 Mankind 



i 



Mankind* Boogaficr\yards called to the Bar, 
he appeared in as proofing a way to make a t 
tjguie in thai; Prpfeflion, . as any of his Co^-, 
temporaries* if t^lj^t-oft^t Belles Lenres* 
add that of Poetry, ijv partipulaf , : had npfc 
Hopped him rp his Career, He had the Advan- 
tage of the Friendfhip and Protedtiou of one 
of thq fineft Gentlemen, as well as one of the 
greateft Lawyers of that time, Sir George 
freby, Lord Chief Juftice of the Common- 
Pleas, who was fond of him to a great De- 
gree* and had it both in his Power and Incli- 
nation to promote his Intereft. 

But thev Mufes had ftolen away his Jlf^t 
from his Infancy, and his Paffion fs^tfe$ffi| t 
rendered the Sjudy of theX^-dry ^nd taft<&- 
Ids to his Palate. He ftruggled for fopie • 
time againft the natural Bent of his Mind* but 
in vain \ for Hamer, Virgil, Sophocles and £«- 
ripides had infinitely more Charms with him» 
than the beft Authors that had writ of the 
Law of England. He now* ^pd thep could 
not refrain from making fome Copies of Verfes, 
on Subjefts that fell in his w^y, whiph being 
, approved of by his intimate Friends, to whom- 
only he (hewed them, th*t Approbation proved 
his Snare,; fo that fropi that time he began to 
give way .to the natw^l Bififs qf $$ fyliftd* w4; < 
w,pul,d needs tyry Vhafchs equlji c& iq Tftgedy* ; 

Mfitber.v which meeting jupth univc$#$ Ap- : 
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plaufe, as it well deferved, he laid afide all 
Thoughts of riling in the Law, and turned 
them ever after, in their main Channel v to- 
wards Poetry. This his firft Tragedy he writ 
when twenty-five Years of Age, and as a 
Trial only of his Genius that way. The Purity 
of the Englijb Language, the Juftnefs of his 
Chara&ers, the noble Elevation of the Sen- 
timents, were all of them admirably adapted 
to the Plan of the Play, His Talent lay in 
Heroic Poetry, and confequently in Tragedy : 
For Comedy, he once tryed it, but found his 
Genius did not lean that way. He writ feve- 
ral Tragedies afterwards, which are in every 
Body's Hands, and all of them highly ap- 
proved of by Men of Tafte, upon the Ac- 
count of the Loftinefs of Thought, and the 
delicate Propriety of the Language; in which 
laft I may venture to fay, no one has ever 
out-done him, few equalled him. 

The Tragedy he valued himfelf moft upoh>' 
and which was moft valued, was his Tamer- 
lam ; and never Author, in my Opinion, did 
more Juftice to his Hero, than he to that 
excellent Prince : For Tamerlane was the very 
Man that Mr. Rowe has painted him. In 
that Play he aimed at a Parallel between the 
late King William of immortal Memory and 
Tamerlane ; as alfo between Bajazet, and a 
Monarch who is fuice dead. That glorious 
Ambition ami noble Ardor in Tamerlane, to 
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break the Chains of enflaved Nations, and fetf 
Mankind free from the Incroachmems of law- j 
fcfs Power, are painted in the moftlively, as I 
weii as the woft amiable Colors: On the other 
fide, his maimer of introducing on the Stage 
* Prince that thinks Mankind is made bm for 
kim, and whofe chief Aim is to perpetuate 
his Name to Pofterity, by that Havoc an^ 
kuin he fcatters through the World, are all 
drawn wkfc that* Pomp of Horror and Dei 
teftation which fuch monftrous Anions d<> 
deferve. And fince nothing could be more 
calculated for raifing in the Minds of the 
Audience* a true Paffion for Liberty, and $ 
juft Abhorretace for Slavery ; how this Play 
came to be difcatiraged, : hext-to a.Prehibkion r 
in the latter End of a late J Ke%ri, I leave it' 
to Others to give a Reafcri. . 

Ifhall fay nothing of any of the reft of 
Mr. Row/s Plays in particular; but it may 
bejuftly faid <tf them aM, that mfyer Pbet 
painted Virtue 6r Religion ift a more charming 
Brefs on the Stage, nor were eVer Fitezr\& 
Impiety bettef expofed-&> Contempt and Ha-' 
t red . There ru ns through every one of them- J 
an Air of Religion and Virtue, attended with 
all the fodal Duties of Life, and a conftant; 
untainted Love to hiSCeuntry, Thfe -fahie 
'Principles of Liberty he had early imbibed 
himfelf, and feemed a Part of his Coriftitu T . 
tion, appeared in eveVy thing* he wrote, and- 
• I - he 
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fie took alt Occafiotis that Ml hihis w^y, to 
make the Stage fubfervient 'to, them, His 
Mufe was f6 religioufly chafte,''that I <Jo no$ 
fememtoer one Word iff any of fris Mays or 
Writings . that plight adrift 6ut of'i J dvuw 
Itytendre in Point of Decency or Morafs. There 
fe nothing to* be found ki them to humor the 
doprav'd Taft$ of the Age, by nibbling at 
Stricture, or depreciating *£h{ngs in diemfelve* 
Sacred i and it was the lefs Wonder, that h$ 
c/bftry'd this R#e in his BranSatrc Perform- 
a~nce$, fince in hi^ot-dinaryConVerfation, anci 
when his Mirth and HumQr enliven'd the 
^hole Compajw r he us'd to exprefs his t)ifc 
fetisfedion, in the fevered Manner, vyithapy- 
Thing dxat lbpk'd that ;V&£ " ." Benvg taiic^ 
converfaiit m the Holy; Scrip fuitsl ir^'obfe*- 
vable, tUat, to raife the bigheft' tdfcat df Vir-' 
Uie, he has, with great Art, in feveral of his 
Tragedies, made Ujfe of thofe Expreffions' 
and Metaphors in them,, th?i tafte moft of the' 

stfiime." * . ;/ ' •'*:■ , 4 '> y '"' "; ; !, r :: v ] 

[ Befides his Plays, Mr. Rom *?roi$ a great 
r^tany Copies, of yerfes oh dijKrent Subfefts, •■ 
# Which it is hoped "his Frierids may foriie* 
Time or other publilh together, arjd whereof 
many hive bepn already printed .apart. Being 
a r gifeat Admfrer of ^bakefpdr^ he ofolia^d thef 
Public with a ndw EditiQn of his Works, and 

.»■:./... 7 ." v.*:, ' ^:* r : y : ' * '. , ft • •. 

<*• WhaiDr. Wel^k hof*d fcjyWfloa* in Ike 'poty* 

CftlJedlion. 
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prcfixM to it a fliort Account of his Life. In 
that Account, he lay under the fame Misfor- 
tune that I have done in this Account of 
Mr. Rowe% he wanted Information, to do 
Juftice to Shake/pear. He took all Occafions 
to exprefs the vaft Efteem he had for that ^ 
wonderful Man, and endeavoured in fome of ^ 
his Pieces to imitate his manner of Writing, 
particularly in the Tragedy of Jane Shore. > 

But Mr. Howe's laft, and perhaps his beft g 
Poem, is his Tranflation of Lucan 9 which he 
juft lived to finifh. He had entertained an q 
early Inclination for that Author, and I be- ^ 
lieve it was the darling Paffion he had for the -] 
Liberty and Conftitution of his Country, that 
firft inclined him to think of tranflating him. 
He thought it was a pity, that a Work in 
which thf Caufe of Liberty was fet in fuch a 
(hmina Light, fhould be preferved only in the 
dead Language wherein it was written •, and 
4fl!S&f e t fte&Q$} 1 A* well worth his Pains to 
"" 'KngTtftj Dtefs, for the Benefit of his 
As this is the happieft Nation 
Conftkution, and happy 
felvcs, he judged that all 
it, lmift ne^ds be fond 

fon\y wrote for the 
Uown Country, but 
routmatofupportit. 
»^^fl perfuade 
^WmAKtctpxionin 
ths 



thj* Wojjkk , Idare be bold to fay the Lan- 
guage is pure, and the Verfification both mu- 
fa;q\ and^d^pt<ed to the Subje<!fo I have no. 
re^iQR to doubt but the true Mq^iaig of the 
Original, i$ f^i$fully r preferved diro.u^ii tjie 
whole ¥^>rk, $i?d if I ir^ay venture to jgdge*,. 
th£ Tranflatioq comes up to the Spirit of the. 
Original, as far the Difference between the 
Rowan zjid gnglijh Languages will allow of. 

I; fhaUf^y nothing further of him in the 
<2u*lity of a Poet, fince this, Tranflatioq aijd, 
}^S;Otjfifr r Works, w^l fufficientjy juftify his 
Xitle t# it. As to his Perfoii, it was graceful. 
a|i4: w^l :ipade, his Fa^ce regular and of a 
n*wly Be%i#y. As hi$ Soul \ya$, w<$ lpdged, 

^Mgk 4«g^* . ^ bad a q«ic& W& fruitful 
Invention^ % : d^p^ ^en^ajjea, mk * &$&* 
Co.$ip# of Th,PMght> k with a^ Angular Dex- 
terity, 2^d E^finefe in making his Thgvights 
t9 be underftopd. H$ w$s master of moft 
I^ts<$poU|^L^^ the Cltf?,- 

fical A^o^ bpth Gr^&and Latin, unde*r; 
%$£ ll^i^rW^*: A*.fait a #di Spanijb LaflK 
Jig^/^fpok? die firft 4ueatfy> aiid thei 

j hadj&ewff re*4 TOfcft of the 6f e& 30& 
J#&i«Qft t&£ , %r* Wife ijir;^^ Er*nck*\ 

krttefa -wMjkfvzftt v He .fed* goadiTaft^ 
in BJijtefep^ #i&h»ripg »j fem< Jrop*dfi9«*> 
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prefix'd to it a fliort Account of his Life. In 
that Account, he lay under the fame Misfor- 
tune that I have done in this Account of 
Mr. Rowe\ he wanted Information, to do 
Juftice to Sbakefpear. He took all Occafions 
to exprefs the vaft Efteem he had for that 
wonderful Man, and endeavoured in fome of 
.{lis Pieces to imitate his manner of Writing, 
particularly in the Tragedy of Jane Shore. 

But Mr. Rowe's laft, and perhaps his beft 
Poem, is his Translation of Lucan 9 which he 
juft lived to finifh. He had entertained an 
early Inclination for that Author, and I be- 
lieve it was the darling Paffion he had for the 
Liberty and Conftitution of his Country, that 
firft inclined him to think of tranflating him. 
He thought it was a pity, that a Work in 
which the Caufe of Liberty was fet in fuch a 
(hining Light, fhould be preferved only in the 
dead Language wherein it was written ; and 
therefore thought it well worth his Pains to 
put it in an Englijb Drefs, for the Benefit of his 
Countrymen. As this is the happieft Nation 
of the World in its Conftitution, and happy 
even in fpiteof ourfelves, he judged that all 
who are in Love with it, muft needs be fond 
of an Author, who not only wrote for the 
ancient Conftitution of his oyvn Country, but 
fell a Sacrifice for endeavouring to fupport it. 

As to the Tranflation itfelf, I perfuade 
myfelf h will meet with a kind Reception in 

the 
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thjf WojAA Idare be bold to fay the Lan- 
guage is pure, and the Verfification both mur 
fipal and, adapted to the Subject* I have no. 
resign to doubt but the true- Mswmg&t the 
Original; i$ f^ittfuUy pseferved thro.ugji tfee 
whole Wwk, ^tid if I ir^ay venture to jsdge,.. 
t^/e Tranflation comes up to the Spirit of the. 
Original, as far the Difference between the 
ftopfan tyy&QngkJh Languages will allow of. 

I; fhaU-f^y nothing further of him in the 
Qualify of a Poet, fince thrs.Tranflasiojij aiyi 
h^s otjfi^ Works, wijl fufficientjy juftify hi$ 
Xitle tp it/ As to hisr Perfoii, it was graceful. 
apd:w.ell ipade, his Fa^ce regular and of a 
maflly Be^u^y. As hi% Soul \y^ wet* lpdged, 
fo^tftr^iftR^a^ 3piff?sJ E^j^J^Qigc^ltedin 
^^H 4fgre£ Hg< had a qyick. ***& fruitful 
Invention^ % ; d$ep, Ben^irajiott, sp$ 3j lasgfc 
Cogipayfe of Thp^ht>. wfith a Angular Dss- 
teFity, and E^finefs in rpafcing his Thoughts 
t9 be underftopd. H$ .w%s rafter of moft 
Barts o£ polite Le$rnii}§f v efp ? ecia$y the Cle- 
rical A^i^ors bpth Gr^and Latin r under*; 
f^QPfl tl\e ,Fre$$b± Italiag and] Sfianijb La0K 
^^e%,^fpcd5,9 die firft ftuentfy* aadthei 
o$her two t<^e?abjy \yqlk : 

* ^if? hadlijtewif? re$4 moft of the Cr^i 33d; 
£^j^^ Hifto»%% w* Jit«irjor%ii^ ; LaAguige^' 

Mdtetii $*&rSj#f$+v He hadfc goa&Tafte< 
in P&Jp&phfo ^.hwi^^il^^^^^^^i 
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of Religion upon his Mind, he took graL^ 
delight in Divinity and Ecclefiaftical Hiftory^ 
in both which he made great Advances in th^» 
times he retired into the Country, which were- 
frequent. He expreft on all occafions his full 
Perfuafion of the Truth of Revealed Religion, 
and being a fincere Member of the Eftabhfli'd 
Church himfelf, he pitied, but condemned 
not, thofe that diflented from it. He abhorred 
the Principle of perfecuting Men upon th6 
account of their Opinions in Religion ; and 
being drift in his own, he took it not upon 
him to cenfure thofe of another Perfuafion. 
His Converfation was pleafant, witty, and 
learned, without the leaft Tinfture of Af- 
fectation or Pedantry, and his inimitable man- 
ner of diverting and enlivening the Company, 
made it impoffible for any one to be out of 
humor when he was in it. Envy and Detrac- 
tion feemed to be entirely foreign to his Con- 
ftitution: And whatever Provocations he met 
'with at any time, he paft them over without 
the lead Thought of Refentment or Revenge. 
As Homer had a Zoilus^ fo Mr. Rowe had 
fometimes his : For there were not wanting 
malevolent People, and Pretenders to Poetry 
too, that would now and then bark at his 
belt Performances; but he was fomuch con- 
fcious of his own Genius, and had fo much 
Good-nature as to forgive them, nor Could he 
ever be tempted to return them an Arifwer. 



Nicholas Ro w e, Efqi xi 

* The Love of Learning and Poetry made him 
not the lefs fit for Bufinefs, and no body ap- 
plied himfelf ck>fer ; to it, when it required his 
Attendance. The late Duke of Queen/bury, 
when he was Secretary of State, made him his 
Secretary for public Affairs ; and when that 
truly Great Man came to know him well, he 
was never fo pleafed as when Mr. Rowe was 
in his Company. After the Duke's Death, all , 
Avenues were flopped to his Preferment; and 
during the reft of that Reign, he paft his 
time with the Mufes and nis Books, and 
fometimes the Converfation of his Friends. 

Upon the King's Acceffion to the Throne, 
His Merit was taken notice of. The King gave 
him a lucrative Place in the Cuftoms, and 
made him Poet Laureat -, the Prince of Wales 
conferred on him the Place of Clerk of his 
Council \ and the Lord Parker \ Loird Chancellor, 
made him his Secretary for the Prefentations, 
the very Day he received the Seals, and with- 
out his aflcing it. He was much loved and 
cherifhed by the latter: And it was no wonder 
that one of his Endowments was in favor with 
thzt Noble P erf ott) who, together with a pro- 
found Knowledge in the Law, worthy or his 
high Station, has adorned his Mind with all 
the other more polite Parts of Learning. 
When he had juft got to be eafy in his For- 
' tune, and was in a fair way totwakfcSxV«xx^x^ 
Death fwept him away, a&4 vtv Vvvrcv togw**^ 
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the World of one of the t>eft Men, -its well' 
as ohe of th* beft Geftius*& 6f the Age. He 
dyed like a Cbriftian arid a PbU6fopbtr^ In 
Charity tyith all Mankind, iand with an ab- 
solute Resignation so the Wiftdf-Gdd. We 
kept lip his good Humour to tWlaft, arid 
took leave of his Wife and Fneftds, itti. 
mediately before his laft Agofty, With the 
fanrie Tranquillity • of Mind, and the fame 
Indifference for Ltfe, as ;tho' he had been 
iipon taking *at a ftibrt J&ifri^y . Me wis 
•twice married, 'firft to m Daughter of Mr. 
P.urfyn$i . one of the Auditors 6f the Revenue, 
-and iafterwatdsto a Daughter of Mr. EMtewJb 
of a good F&milylfc Dorfetjfhire :^^%fiti!t 
he had a Son, ^«d*y -the fetonda Daughter, 
both yet liviifg. Sedied the fixth 6f t)tctmikr 
ifi^r in the 45th Yeairof his Age, and was 
-bUrieiNhfe >wmtteri$th tff the faitie -Month i<i 
Wifimi^fi^Myi^^t mt fcftefe'taahy^bf 
our EugUft ' Poets r are irtletred, ^er£ga£rtft ^ 
Chaucer j his Body 'being affeiidtd by ■£ feltfa | 
Number of his ^Kridffdv attei the Dean ^Ad 
' Choir offioiatt^g^t the ftyfleral. 
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Ambitious Step - Mother : 



T R A G E D Y. 



Decet hac dart dona non/trcam. 

Ovid. Metam. lib, g% 
J^ane Ligur y fruftraque animis elate fuper bis 9 
Nequicquam . tentafti lubricus artes, 

Adixnit qui *veftra dies muliebri bus armis 
Verba redargue ret. Virc. Mn. lib. n« 
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To the Right Honourable the 

EARL of J ER SET, 

Lord Chamberlain of His Majesty's 
Houfhold, &c. ■ •. ■' , 

"' My LORD, 

IF any thing may atone for the Liberty I t 
take in> offering this Trifle to your Lord- 
fhip, it is, that I will engage not to be guilty 
of the common Vice of Dedications, nojr 
pretend to give the World an Account of 
the many good Qualities they ought to ad- 
mire in your L'ordfhip. I hope, I may rec- 
kon on it as fome little Piece of Merit, in 
an Age where there are fo many People 
write Panegyricks, and fo few deferve 'em* 
I am fure you ought not to fit for your Pier ' 
ture, to fo ill a Hand as mine, Mea.oC 

B 2 ^W« 
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The Epiftle Qedkatory. 

your jLordfliip's Figure and Station, though 
u£ful and ornamental to the Age they live' 
in, are yet referved for the Labours of the 
Hiftorian,! and the Entertainment of Pofte- 
rity ; nor ought to be afpers'd with fuch 
Pieces of Flattery while living, as may ren-r 
dfcrWe true Hiftory fofpefted to thofe that" 
come after. That which fhould take up all 
my Care at prefent, is moft humbly to beg 
your Lordlhip's Pardon for importuning you 
on this Account; for imagining that your 
Lordlhip (whofe Hours are all dedicated to 
the beft and moft important Ufes) can have 
any Leifure for this Piece of Poetry. I beg* 
my Lord, that you will receive it, as it was 
meant, a Mark of my entire Refped and 
Veneration. 

• I hope it may be Tome Advantage to mev 
.fhat the Town has not receiv'd this Play ill. 
. To have depended merely upon your Lord- 
fhip's Good- nature, and have of^er'd Some- 
thing without any Degree of .Merit, woyld 
have been an unpardonable Fault, efpecially 
to fo good a Judge. The Play itfelf, as 1 
prefent it to your Lordlhip, is & much more 



%he Epyite -Dedicatory. 

e perfe& Poem than it is in the Rpprefeat*- 
tiori on the Stage, I was led into an Error 
in the writing of it, by thinking that it yroujd 
be eafier to retrench than to add : but when 

. I was at laft neceffitated, by reafon of the ex- 
treme Length, to cut off near fix hundred 
Lines, I found that it was maim'd by it to 
a great Difadvantage. The.Fahle (whi^h 

.has no manner of Relation to any Part pf 
true Hiftory) was left dark and intricate, for 
want of a great Part of the Narration, 
which was left out in the firft Scene ; and 
the Chain and Connexion, which ought ;obe.in 

. the Dialogue, was interrupted in many of the 
other Places, But fince what was omitted in 
Afting is now kept in, I hope it may indiffer- 
ently entertain yotir Lordfhip at an unbending 
Hour. The Faults which are moft generally 
found (and which I could/ 1 " very proud of 
(ubmittirig to your Lordfhip's Judgment/ if 
you can have leifure for fo trivial a Caufe) 
are, that the Cataftrophe in the Fifth Aft is 
barbarous, and {hocks the Audience, Sorrte 
People, whofe Judgment I ought to have a 

t Deference for, have told me> tYttttivv] m^sJ^ 



The Epijlle Dedicatory. 
Thad given the latter Part of the Story quite 
another Turn ; that Artaxerxes and Amejlris 
ought to have been preferv'd, and made happy 
in the Conclufion of the Play ; that befides 
the Satisfa&ion which the Spe&ators would 
have had, to have feen two virtuous (or at 
Ieaft-innpcc.lt) Chara&ers rewarded and fuc- 
cefsful, there might have been alfo a more 
noble and inftruiftlve Moral drawn that Way. 
I muft confefs, if this be an Error (as per- 
haps it may) it is a voluntary one, and an 
Error of my Judgment : Since in the writ- 
ing I a&ually made fuch a Sort of an Ob- 
j£<5tion to myfelf, and chofe to wind up the 
Story this Way. Tragedies have been ~al- 
low'd, I know, to be written both Ways very 
beautifully: But fince Terror and Pity arc 
laid down for the Ends of Tragedy, by the 
great Mafter and Father of Criticifrn, I was 
always' inclined, to fancy that the laft and re- 
maining Impreflions, which ought to be left 
on the Minds of an Audience, fhould pro- 
ceed from one of thefe two. They fliould 
be ftruck with Terror in feveral Parts of the 
Play, but always conclude and go away with 



The Eptflle Dedicatory. 
Pity ; a Sort of Regret proceeding ironf x 
Good-nature, which, though an UneaEnefs, 
is not altogether difagreeable t6 the Peribn 
who feels it. It was this Paflion that the fa- 
mous Mr. Otway fucceeded fo well in touch- 
ing,' and mull and will at all Times afle<5l 
People, who have any Tendernefs or Hu- 
manity. If therefore I had fav*d Ariaxer&es 
and' Jmejlris, I believe (with Submiflioh to 
my Judges) I had deftroy'd the greateft Oo 
cafion for CorripafTion in the whole Play. Any 
Body may perceive, that (he is rais'd to fome 
Degrees of Fiappinefs; by hearing that her 
father and 'Hufband are 'living, (whom fhe 
had fuppos'd dead) and By feeing the Enemy 
and Perfecutor of her Family dying at her 
Feet, purpofely, that the Turn of her Death 
may be more furprifing and pitiful. As for 
that Part of the Objeftion, which fays, that 
innocent Perfons ought not to be (hewn un- 
fortunate ; the Succefs and general Appro- 
bation, which many of the bed .Tragedies 
that have been writ, and which were built on 
that Foundation, have met with, will be a 
fufficient Anfwer for me. .■••■•» 

B 4 r t\sax 



. T&e .'Ef>$/e Dedicatory. 
That which thqr call the Ppetical Jufticr, 
is, I think, ftri&ly obferv'd ; the two prin- 
cipal Contrivers of Evil, the Statefman and 
Prieft, .. are punifti'd ^ with Death •, and the 
Queen is deposed from her Authority by her 
own Soi} ; which, I fuppofe, will be allowed as 
theievereft Mortification that pou'd happen 
to a Woman of her imperious Temper. 

Jf there can fee any Excufe for my enter- 
taining your Lprdfhip with this Derail, of 
Criticifms, it is, that I would have this firft 
Mark of the Honour I have for your Lord- 
ihip, appear with :as few Faults as poffible. 
Did not the prevailing Charter of ; your 
,.Lordftup,Y excellent. Humanity and Good- 
. nature encourage me, what ought I not to 
r fear from the Nicenefs of your Tafte and 
Judgment? The. Delicacy of your Reflex- 
^ ions mayjbe tvery fatal to fo rough a Draught 
as this is ;. but if L will, believe (as. I am fure 
J oughrtodo) -all. Men that, I .have heard 
. ijpeak of your Lordijiip, they bjd me hope 
r every thing, tfrom your Gpodnefs. This is 
, that, I muft f^ncerely, own, which made me 
extremely ambitious of your Lotdlhip's Pa- 
tronage 
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'tronage for this Piece. I am but too fenjG- 
ble that there are a Multitude of Faults in 
it; but fince the Good-nature of the Town 

' has cover'd, or not taken Notice of 'em," I 
muft have fo much Difcretion, as not to look 
with an affefted Nicety into 'em myfelf. 
With all the Faults and Imperfe&ions whfch 

; it may have, I muft own, I fhall be yet very 
well fatisfy'd with it* if it gives mean Op- 

.portunity of reckoning myfelf from this 

^Time> 



*¥our LormhipV moft obedient 



and devoted humble Servant^ 



N. Rowe, 
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P R 6 L O G U E, 

Spoken by Mr. BETTfeRTo'tt. 

IF dying Lovers yet x daferve a Tear, 
If a fad Story of a Maid's Dejpair 
Yet move CcmpaJJio* in* the pitying Fair ■ ; >!•.'/ 
This Day the Poet doesihis Arts employ , 
The foft Acceffes of your Souls to try. 
Nor let the Stoic boafi bps Mind unmov'd; 
The Brute Philofopher, nvbo ne'er bas proved 
The Joy of Loving, or of being Lov'd ; 
Who Jcorns his Human Nature to confefs, 
And ft riving to be more than Man, is lefs. 
Nor let the Men the vueeping Fair accufe, 
Thofe kind Protectors cf t the, frqgic, Mftfe, *1 
Whcfe Tears did moving Otway'x Labours crown, 
And made the poor Monimia'j Grief their onvn : 
"Thofe Tears their Art, not Weaknefs bas confeft, 
Their Grief approved the Nicenefs of their Tafte, 
And they viept moft, bccaufe they judged the heft, 
O could this Age's Writers hope to find 
An Audience to Companion thus inclined, 
The Stage vjould need no Farce, nor Song, nor Dance, 
Nor Capering Monfeur brought from aclive France ; 
Clinch and his Organ-Pipe, his Dogs and Bear, 
To native Barnet might again repair, 
, Or breathe with Captain Otter Bankfide Air : 
Majeftic Tragedy Jhould once again 
In purple Pomp adorn the fuelling Scene* 
Her Search Jhould ranfack all the Ancients Store, 
The Fortunes of their Loves and Arms explore, 
Such as might grieve you, but Jhou 1 d pleaje you more. 
What Shakeipear durft yot r this bold Age Jhou s d do, 
sftrJ/ameus Greek and Latin Beauties Jkew : 
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PROLOGUE. 

Shakefpear, vohofe Genius to it felf a La<w 9 
Could Men in every Height of fJature draiv 9 
And copfdjall hut Women that he favj, \ 

Thofe ancient Heroines your Concern Jbou'dnt&vt, 
Their Grief and Anger much, but moft their Love ; 
For in the Account of every Age we find 
The. beft and fair eft of that Sex were kind, 
To Pity always,, and to Love inclined. 
AJfert, ye Fair Ones, who in Judgment ft f 
¥our ancient Empire over Love and Wit ; 
Reform our Senfe, and teach the Men t y obey :' 
They'd! leave their Tumbling, if you lead the Way, 
Be but what theft before to Otway were ; 
O were you but as kind ! nut know you art as fair* 
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Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonpe. 

M.E-N. 

Artaxerxes, Trinee of Perfia, FlderJ 

Son to King Arfaces, by a firmer > Mr. Yerbrugpiv 

$>ueen. J 

Artakan, &*/* Arfaces, ^ . AitcmMa^ Afr. Booth. 
Memnon, formerly General t*_ Ar- 1 

Artaxerxes. 3 

Mirza, FirftMinifier of State, in the\ +» p-illijiii 

Interefi */Artemifa *W Artaban. \ Mr ' * rccman - 
Mags, FrieftoftheSun, Friend to 1 M r . Bowma|u 

Whrza. and the Queen. J 

Cleanthcs, Friend to Artaban. Afr. Pack. 

Orchanes, Captain of the Guards to\ %, B ., 

/4f3»«s. . jMr.Uaily. 

WOMEN. 



Artemifa^rarfr/K /£* TiT//* 0/Tiri- 1 

bafus, a Perfian Lord, nonv married > Mrs* Barry- 
totheKing f and^ueenofPeriisL. j 

Ameftris, Daughter to Memnon, inl 

love <witb y and beloved by Arta- £ Mrs. BracegirdTe* 
xenres. J 

Cleone, Daughter to Mirza, in lovel 

with Artaxerxes, and belov'd by > Mrs. Bowman- 
Art aban. J 

Beliza, Qonfdante to Cleonei Mrs. Maituu 
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T H B 

Ambitious Step. - Mother* 

A C T I. S C E N E L 

A RQTAl, PALACE. 
Enttr at fivtral Dotrt, Mirza ami Mac as, 

„MIJLZA. 

WH AT bring'fl thou> Mages f Say, haw fares, 
the King? 
. .. \MJGA-S: 
As one whom when we number with the Living, 
We fa? the moft we can ; tho'fure it muft 
Be happier far, to quit a wretched Being, 
' s Than keepit on fuch Terms: for as I enter'd 
The Royal Lodging, an univerfal Horror 
Struck thro* my Eyes, - and chilFd my very Heart ; 
< fhe chearful Day was every ^here fhut out 
Wirii care, and left a more tftaii midnight Darkneft, 
Such at might *ev*n be hlixA Tew dim Lamp*, '* 
That feebly lifted up they: fic^kly Heads,' - 

Look'd faintly thro* the ShaUe, and rnadc it feem 
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More difmal by fuch Light * while thofe that waited. 
In folemn Sorrow mix'd with wild Amazement, 
Obferv'A'a dreadful Silence, " r* 

MIRZA. 

Didft thou fee him ? 

MA GAS. 
My Lord, I did: treading with gentle Steps, 
I reach'd the Bed, which held the poor Remains 
Of great Arfaces: juit as I approach'd, 
His drooping Lids, that feem'd for ever clos'd, 
Were faintly reared, to tell me that he liv'd : - ' 
Tlie Balls of Sight, dim and depriv'd of Motion, 
Sparkled no more with that majeftic Fire, 
-At-wbichev'n Kings have trembled ; but Jiad loft 
Their common ufeful Office, and were (haded 
With an eternal Night. Struck with a Sight, 
That fiiew'd me human Nature falPn fo low, ' . 
1 haftily retir'dr 

MIRZA. 
He dies to6 foon ; ^ 

And Fate, if poffible, muft be delay'd. 
The Thought that labours in my* forming Brain,, 
Yet crude and immature, demands more time. 
Have the Phyficians giv'n up all their Hopes ? 
Cannot they add a few Days to a Monarch, 
In recompence of thoufand vulgar Fates, " C 

Which their Drugs daily haften ? 

MAG AS. 
r As I paft 

The outward Rooms, I found 'em in Confult ; 
I ask'd 'em if their Ait was at a ft and, „ 

And coftld not help the King. They fhook their Heads, 
And in moft grave and folemn wife unfolded 
Matter, which little purported, but words 
Rank'd in right learned Phrafe ; #11 1 could learn, was, 
That Nature's kindly Warmth was quite extinft, 
Nor .could the Breath of Art kindle again 
Th' Ethereal Fire. 

MIRZA. 
My JR.oyal Miftrefs tfrtemifd's Fate* • 

And 
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And all her Son young Artabarfs high hopes, 
Hang on : this lucky Crifis ; fince this Day 
The haiignty Artaxerxes and old Memnon '* , , 

Ent^r Per/epolis : The yearly P'eaft 
Demoted to our glorious God the Sun, 
Hides their Dehgns under a holy Veil ; 
And thfas Religion is a Mask for Fa&ion. 
But let their Guardian Genii ftill be watchful, , 

For if they chance to nod, my waking Vengeance 
Shall furely catch that Moment to deitroy 'em. 
MAG AS. 

'Tis faid the fair Amejiris r Memnon 's Daughter, 
Comes in their Company. . " , 

MIRZA..' ' ; .."'! "': 

That fatal Beauty, '' 

With moft malignantjnfluence, has croft 
My firft and great Ambition. When my Brother, 
The great Cleanser, fell by Memnon' $ Hand, 
(You know the Story of our Houfes Quarrel) 
1 fought the King for Juftice an the* Murderer ; 
And to confirm; my Intereft in the Court, 
In confidence of mighty Wealth and Power, 
A lonj; Defcent from noble Anceftors, 
And tomewhat of the Beauty of the Maid, 
I offer'd my Clecne to die Prince, 
Fierce Artaxerxes ; he, with rude Difdain, 
Refus'd the Proffer; and^to grate me more, 
Publicly own'd his 1 Paffion for Ameftris : 
And in defpite ev'n of his Father's Juftice, 
Efpous'd the Caufe of Memnon, 

MA GAS. 

Ev'n from that noted ^Era, I remember 
You dated all your Service to the Queeu, 
Our common Miftrefs. l) 

MIRZA ^ . 

'Tis true, 1 did fa: Nor was it in v^in 5 
She did me right, and fatisiVd my Vengeance : 
Memnon was ban\nYd, and tne Prince difgrac'd, 
Went into Exile with him. Since that time> 
Since I have been admitted to her CoimkXX, ; 
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And feen her, with unerring Judgment, guide 

The Reins of Empire, 1 have been amaz'd, 

To fee her more than manly Strength of- Soul, 

Cautious in good Succefs, in bad unfliakcn; 

Still arm'd againfi th' uncertain Turns" of Chance, 

Untouched by any Weaknefs of her Sex, ' , . 

Their Superilition, Pity, or their Fear * 

And is a Woman only in her Cunning. 

What Story tells of great S emir amis y 

Or rolling Time, that gathers as it goes,, 

Has addeci more,, iueh Attemifa is* 

. MAG A 8. ; 
Siire 'twas a mark of an uncommon Genius, ) 

To bend a Soul like that of great Atr/ates*" 
And charm him to her Sway. 

MJRZA. 

Certainly Fate„ 
Or Tome what like the Torce of Fate was in it j. 
And ftill whene'er Remembrance fets that Scene? 
Before my Eyes, I view it with Amazement. 

* \ ma gas: 

I then was young,, a Stranger to the Court,, 
And only took the Story as reported 
By different Fame ; you imift have known it better^ 
' 'M1RZA. % • '' 

Indeed I did, then favour'd by the King, 
And by that means a iharer in the Secret^ 
'Twas on a Day of public FeilivaJ, 
When beauteous Artemifa Hood to view 
(Behind the Covert'of a golden Lattice,) * 
The King and Court returning from the Temple y 
When juft as by her Stand Arfdces pall, 
The Window by defign or chance fell dawn, ? 
And to his view ^xpos'd her blufhing Beauties- 
She feem'd furpriz'd, and jarefently withdrew ; 
But ev'n that Moment was ap "Age inLcwe:. 
So was the Monarch^ Heart fo/ranlon moulded. 
So apt to take at jirft the. foft IriipreifiQn. ! 
Soon as we were alone,; I found ihe Evil 
Already paft a Remedy, and vainly 
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Urg'd the Refentment of her injur'd Lord : 
His Love was deaf to all. 

MAG AS. 

Was Viribafus abfent I 

MIR ZA. 

He was then General of the Horie, 
Under, old Memncn in the Median War. 
But if that diftant View fo much had charm'd him, 
Imagine how he burnt, when, by my Means, 
He view'd her Beauties nearer: when each A&ibn, 
And ever^ graceful Sound confpirM to charm him : 
Joy of her Conqueft, and the Hopes of Greatnefs, 
Gave, Luftre to her Charms, and made her feem 
Of "more than mortal Excellence. In fliort, 
* After fome Faint, ReMance, like a Bride 
That frrives awhile, tho* eager for the Blifs, 
The furious King enjoy'd her: 
And to fecure their Joys, a Snare was laid 
For her unthinking Lord, in which he, fell 
Before the Fame of this could reach his Ears. 
Since that, (he fHH has by fuccefsful Arts 
Mamtain'd that fbw'r, which" firft her Beauty garn'cfe 
MAG AS. 

With d*ej>eft Forefight, wifely has me laid ^ 

A fure Foundation for the future Greatnefs 
Of Artaban, her only darling Sort. 
Each birfy Thought, that rolls within her Breaft, 
Labours for him : The King, when firft he ficken'dj. 
Declar'd he fhould fucceed him in the Throne. 
; * MIKZ.A. 

That was a Point well gain'd ; nor were the Elderfhir> 
Of Artaxerxes worth our leaft of Fears, - . 

If ' Memnon y s Intereft did not prop his caufe." 
Since then they ftand fecur'd, by being jqin'd,' 
From reach of open Force, it were a Mafter-peice 
Worthy a thinking Head, to fow Divifion 
And Seeds of jealoufy, to loofe thofe Bonds, 
Which knit and hold 'em up ; that fo divided, 
'With eafe they might be rum'd* 
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MAG AS. 
That's a difficulty next to impoffible* 

MIRZA. 
Cea(e to think fp. ■ 
The Wife and Active conquer Difficulties, 
By daring to attempt 'em : Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and Shrink at fight of Toil and Hazard, 
And make th' Impoffibility they fear : 
- fev'n Mtmnon's Temper feems to give th' occafion ; 
Of Wrong impatient, headlong to revenge ; 
Tfer hold, yet wants that Faculty of thinking, 
That fliould direct his Anger. Valiant Fools 
Were made by Nature for the Wife to work with ; 
" They are their Tools, and 'tis the Sport of Statefmeny 
When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together, 
And fall by one another. * 

MA GAS. 

What you've faid, 
Has wak'd a Thought in me which may be .lucky. £ 
EJe> he was banifh'd for your Brother's Murder, 
./There was a Friendship 'twixt us; and r tho then 
I left his barren Soil, to root my felf 
More fafely under your aufpicious Shade, 
Yet dill pretending Ties of ancient Love, ^ r 

At his Arrival here I'll viiit him: 
Whence this Advantage may at lead be made, 
To ford his mallow Soul. 

MIRZA. 

Oh much, much more ^ 
'T was happily remember'd : nothing gulls 
Thefe open unfufpecling Fools, like Friendfhip : 
Dull heavy Things 1 Whom Nature has left honed - 
In mere Frugality, to fave the Charge 
She's at in fetting out a thinking Soul : 
Who, fince their own fhort Underdandings reach 
No further than the prefent, think ev'n the Wife, 
Like them, difclofe the Secrets of their Breads, 
Speak 'what they think,, and tell Talcs of themfelves* 
: Thy Function too will varnifh o'er our Arts, 
And fan'&ify Di/Terabling. 
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MAG AS. 

Yet itill I doubt, - 
His Caution may draw back, and fear a Snare. 
MIRZA. - 
Tell him, the better to affift the Fraud, 
That ev'n I wifh his Friendfliip, and would gladly 
Forget that Caufe of Hate, which long has held us 
At mortal diftance, give up my Revenge, 
A grateful OfFring to the public Peace. 
MA GAS. 
Could you afford him fuch a Bribe as that, 
A Brother's Blood yet unaton'd I 
..:/' MIRZA. 

No, Magas % 
Tt is not in the power of Fate, to raze 
That Thought from out my Memory : 
Eternal Night, 'tis true, may call a Shade 
Oil all my Faculties, extinguifh Knowledge, 
And great Revenge may with my Being ceafc ; 
But whilft I am, that ever will remain, . 
And in my lateft Spirits ftill fufvive. 
Yet 1 would have thee proroife that, and more; 
The Friendihip of the Queen, the RefKtutipn 
Of his Command, and Honours, that his Daughter 
Shall be the Bride of Artaban\ fay any thing : 
Thou knbw'it the 'Faith of Courtiers, and their Oaths* 
Like thoje of Lovers, the Gods laugh at 'em. 
MAG AS. 
Doubt not my Zeal to ferve our Royal Miftrefs, s 

An4 in lier Intereil yours, my Friend and patron. 
" ""* MIRZA. 

My worthy Priefl ! Still be my Friend and mare 
The utmoft of my Pow'r J by Greatuefs rais'd, 

[Embracing 
Thou, like the God thou ferv'ft, fhalt/fliine aloft, 
And with thy Influence rule die under World. 
But feel the Queen appears ; fhe feems to mufe, 
Her thoughtful Soul' labours with fome Event ; 
&S$%gb Import, which bullies like axiTLwfcH^ 
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In its dark Room, and longs to be difdos'd. 
Retire, left we difturb her. 

[They retire Jo the fide of the Staff* 

Enter the Queen attended* 

S^U E E N. ■ " ] 

Be fix'd, my Soul, fix'd on thy own firm Bafis f 
Be conftant to thyfelf ; nor know the Weakneft, 
The poor Irrfefolation or my Sex : 
Difdain thofe (hews of Danger, that would bar 
My Way to (Story, ^e diviner Pow'rs ! % 

By whom 'tis faid we are, from whofe bright Beings * 
Thofe active. Sparks^were fthick which move our Clay $ 
I feel, «and I corifefs th' Ethereal Energy, . - 

That bufy reftlefs Principle, whofe Appetite 
Is only pleas'd with* &t eatndis like your own : 
, Why have you clogged it then with this dull Mafs, 
And fliutit up in Woman ? Why debas'd it 
To an inferior Part of the Creation ? 
Since your own heavenly Hands miftook my Lot, 
'Tis you have en"d, not I. Could Fate e'er mean : 
Me for a Wife, a Slave to Tiribafus ! 
To fuch a Thing as he ! a Wretch ! a Hufband I * 
Therefore in juft Aflertion of myfelf, 
I fhook him off, and pafs'd thofe narrow Limits, 

* Which Laws contrive in vain for Souls born great. 
There is not; muft not be a Bound for greatnefs ; " 
Pow'r gives a Sandion, andlnakes all things juft 
Ha! Mirzaf Worthy Lord! Ifawtheenot, 

[Seeing Mirxa* 

So bufy were my Faculties in Thought. 
~MIRZ } A. 
The Thoughts of Princes dwell in facred Privacy, 

* Unknown and venerable to the Vulgar; [Bowing. 
And like a Temple's innermoft Recefles, 

None enters to beholdtfie hallow'd Myfteries, 
Unbidden of the God that dwells within. 
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^U E E ' N. 
Wife Mirzal were my Soul a Temple, fit 
For Gods. and Godlike^ Counfejs tp inhabit, « 
Thee only would I chufe of all Mankind, 
To be.thePrieft, ftill favour'd with Acpefs \ 
Whofe piercing Wit, fway'd by unerring Judgment^ 
Might Mingle even with affeinpled Gods, 
When they devife unchangeable Decrees, 
And call 'em Fate. \ 

., MJUt A. 

What'er I am, each Faculty, 
The utmoft Power of nw exerted Soul, 
Preferves a Being only for your Service ; 
And when I am not yours, I am no more? 

...... $~V K£ .#. 

1 Time (hall not know an Enclof my Acknowledgment! % 
But every Day of ourccm tin u'6\ Lives 
Be witnefs of my Gratitude, to draw" 
The Knot, whfch holds pur common Inxereit> clofer *< 
Within fix Days,. my^Soj*, my Artahan^ , 

Equally dear tom^a&L^^nd CJlory, 
In Public (hall efpoufe the fw Ckotte, 
And be my Pledge of everlafling Amity, 

O Royal I*a4y ! you outbid my Service ; 
And all Returns are vile; t>ut Words the poorefl. 

.--:. ::>j $L U :£ £ **. . / ; > ' 

t Enough! be, as;thou Ha$ been, ftill my Friend* 
lafknomore. But I obierve of late, 
Your I)augh.tergcpwjs a Stranger to the Court ; 
Know you the (faufe ? 

MIRZA 
,i\r, •; v , , ni A melanchoiy Girl ;» 
Such in -her, Infancy her Temper was^ 
Soft even ^y<?n/i her Sex's Tendernefs; 
By Nature pitiful, and apt t% grieve 
For the Milhaps of others, and\fo make 
The Sorrows of the wretched World her own :. 
Her Clofet and the (?ods mare all her. time > 
Jfccqn when (only by iome Maid aitea&d^ 
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She feeks fome fhady folitary Grove, 
Or by the gentle Murmers of fome Brook 
Sits fadly liftning to a Tale of Sorrow, 
Till with Mr Tears (he fwell the narrow Stream. 
^U E E N. 
It is not well, thefe Thoughts mull be remov'd ; 
ThaH eating Canker, Grief, with wafteful Spite, • 
Preys on the rofy Bloom. of Youth and Beauty : ' * 
But Love mall chafe away thefe Clouds of Sadnefs;, 
My Son fhall breathe fo warm a Gale of Sighs, * 
As fhall diffolve thofe Icicles that hang 
Like Death about her Heart. 
Attend us, holy Magas, to the King, 
Norceafe to importune the mighty Gods 
To grant liim Health, tho* much I fear in vain. 

. [Exeunt Queen, Magas, and Attendants, 

Manet Mirza.. 

N This meddling Prieft longs to be found a Fool. 
Thinks he that Memnon, Soldier as he is, 
Thoughtlefs and dull, will liften to his Soothing ? 
Howe'er, I gave his wife Propofal way, 
Nay, urg'dhim to go on ; the mallow Fraud 
Will ruin him for ever with my Enemies, 
And make him firmly mine, fpite of his Fears, 
And natural Inconftancy. 

While Choice, remains, he will be (till unfteddy, 
And nothing but Necelfity can fix him. v [Exit, 

Enter "Artaxerxes, Memnon, and Attendants* 

ARTAXERXES. 
Methinks, my noble Father and my Friend, 
We enter here like Strangers, and unlook'd for : 
Each bufy Face we meet, with Wonder flarts, 
And feems amaz'd to fee us. 

' ' MEMNON. 

Well may th* ignoble Herd 
Start, if with heedlefs Steps they unawares 

Tread 
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Tread on the Lion's Walk : a Prince's Genius 
Awes with fuperior Greatnefs all beneath him. 
With Wonder they behold the Great Arfaces 
Reviy'd again in Godlike Artaxerxcs. 
Itf you they fee him, fuch as oft they did 
Returning from his Wars, and crown'd with Conqueft, 
When all our Virgins met him on the Way, 
And with their Songs and Dances bled his Triumph : 
Now bafely aw'd by fa&ious Priefts and Women, 
They ftart at Maje.fty, and feem furpriz'd, 
As if a God had met 'em. In Honour's ( Name, 
Why have we let this be ? why have we languifh'd* 
Andfuffer'd fuch a .Government as this 
To wade our Strength, and wear our Empire low ? 
ARTAXERXES. 
Curft be the Means by which thefc Ills arofe, 
Fatal alike to me as to my Country ; 
Which my great Soul, unable to revenge,. 
Has yet with Indignation only feen, 
Cut off by Arts of Coward Priefts and Statefmen, 
Whom I difdain'd with fervile Smiles to court, 
From the great Right which God and Nature gave, 
My Birthright to a Throne. 

MEMNON. 

Nor Priefts, nor Statefmen* 
Could have compleated fuch an 111 as that, 
If Women had not mingled in the Mifchief j 
If Artemi/a had npt, by her Charms, 
And all her Sex's Cunning, wrought the King, 
Old, obvious to her Arts, decay'd in Greatnefs, 
Dead to the Memory of what once he was, 
Juft crawling on the Verge of wretched Life* 
A Burden to himfelf, and his Friends Pity, 
Among his other Failings, to forget 
All that a Father and a King could owe - 
To fuch a Son as you were ; to cut you off 
From your Succeffiori, from your Hopes of Empire* 
And graft her upftart Offspring on to Royalty. 

A RTA XERXES 
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ART J XERXES, 
But if Tbear it, 
Oil may I live to be my Brother's Slave, 
The Scorn of thofe "brave Friends that own my Caufe J 
May you, my Father, fpurn me for a Coward, 
May' all my noble Mopes of' Love and Glory 
Leave me to vile Defpair. By Heaven, my Heart 
Sits* lighter in my Bofom, when I think 
That I this Day mall meet the Boy my Brother^ 
Whofe young Ambition with afpirihg Wings 
Dares ev*n to mate my GreatneisV 

MEMNOK ; . 

Fame, that fpealci 
Minutely every Circumttance of Princes, 
Defcribes him bold, and fiercely ftnd of Power. 
Which ev'n in fpite* pf Nature fee affects ; - 

Impatient of Command, and hardly deigning 
To be controuPd by Ills imperious Mother. 
'Tis faid too (as no Means were left uhtry'd, 
Which* might prepare ; and fit him to contend' 
With^fuperior Rigfit olf 6lrth arid Merit) 
That Books', and the politer Arts (which thofe 
Who know admire) have been his Care; already 

3e mingles in their Councils, aridfhey truft 
is Youth with Secrets of important Villany. 
The Crowd, taught by his Creatures to admire. Rim* 
Style him a God in ^ifHoni, 

JJtfJXERXES. 
Be that his \Cl6ryJ 
Let him With Pedants^ hunt for Praife in Book s , 
Pore out his Life amongi the lazy Gown-men, 
Grow old and vainly proud in fancVd Knowledge* 
Unequal to th& Tajik of vail Ambition ; 
Ambition ! the.D,eTireof a&fve Souls,. f 
That pufhes *em Wond the Bouiids of Nature, 
And elevajes the Hero to tie Gods. 
But fee ! my L ov & your beauteous Daughter comes, 
And ev'n Ambition fickens at her fight. - 

- w . Zntir 
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Enter Amestris attended. 

Revenge, and fierce Defires of Glory, ceafe 
To urge my Paflions, mafter'd by her Eyes; ' 

And only gentle Fires now warm my Breaft. 
AMESTRIS. 
I come, my Father, to attend your Order. 

[To Memnon* 
MEMNON. 
Tis well ; and I would have thee flill be near me. 
The Malice of the Faction which 1 hate, 
Would vent itfelf ev'n on thy Innocence, 
Wert thou not fafe under a Father's Care. 

' ART A XERXES. 
. Oh fay a Lover's too ; nor can you have 
An Intereft in her Safety more than mine. 
Love gives a Right fuperior ev'n to Nature; 
Or Love is Nature in the nobleft Meaning, 
The Caufe and the Preferver of the World* 
Thefe Arms, that long to prefs thee to my Boibm/ 
For ever ihall defend thee. 

MEMNON. 
Therefore, my Son, 
Unto your Care I leave our common Charge ; 
Tigranes with our Friends expects my Orders : 
Thofe when I have difpafch'd, upon the Inftant 
I will return, and meet at your Apartment. 

[Exit Memnon« 
ARTAXERXES. 
Conte to my Arms, and let me hide thee there 
From all thofe Fears that vex thy beating Heart ; 
Be fafe and free from all thofe i ancy 'd Dangers, 
That haunt thy Apprehenfion. 

AMESTRIS. . 

Can you. blame me, 
If from Retirement drawn, and pleaiing Solitude, 
I fear to tempt this itormy Sea the World, - n 
Whofe e v'ry Beach is urew'd with Wrecks oi WtKtefot* 
That daily perim in it? Curlt-Andai&DxA 
Vol. I. C - ^^i 
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Why doft thou come to trouble my Repofe/ 
Who have ev'h from nly Infancy difclaim'd thee ? 

ART J XERXES. T 

Ceafe to complain, oiy Love, and let no Thought, 
But what hrings Peace and Joy, approach t^y Breait. 
Let me impart my .manly Fires to thee, 
To warm thy Fancy to a Tafte of Glory $ 
imperial Power and purple Greatnefs wait thee, 
And fue for thy Acceptance : by the Sun, 
And by Arfiues* Head, I will not mount 
. The Throne of Cyrus, but to mare it with thee* 
A ME ST R IS, 

Vain Shews of Happinefs ! Deceitful Pageantry ! 
Ah! Prince, hadft thou but known the Joys which dwell 
With humbtar Fortunes, thou wouldft ctrrfe thy Royalty, 
Had Fate allotted us fome obfcure Village, 
Where only bleft with Life's Neccffities, 
We might have pafs'd in Peace our happy Days* 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring; 
There no Step-Mother, no ambitious Brother, 
No wicked Statefman, would with impious Arts 
Have drove to wreft from us our finall Inheritance, • 
Or ftir the fimple Hinds to noify Faction : 
Our Nights had all been bleft with balmy Slumbers, 
And all our waking Hours been crownM with Love, 
ARTAXERXES. 

Exquifite Charmer I Now by Oro/madc* 
Ji iwear, thy each foft Accent melts my Soul, 
The Joy of Conqueft, and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatnefs, all that fires the Hero 
To high Exploits, and everlafting Fame, 
Growsvile \x\ fight of thee. My haughty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory, 
Could be content to live obfcure with thee, 
Fargotten and unknown of all but my Ameftru. 
AMESTRIS. 

No, Son of great Arfaces, tho* my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weaknefs, and would fly 
From noife and Faction, and from fatal Greatnefs ; 
Vet for thy Cake, thou Idol $f nxy Heart, 



(Nor will I filufli to own the facred Flame, 

Thy Sighs and Vows have kindled in my Breaft) 

£a» «hp4o¥*4 ftks* J&mAf w bodkiV Fears, 

m meet the danger which Ambi tion wings, ' '\ 

And tread one Path with thee: Nor fhalt thou lofe 

The glorious Portion which thy Fate defigns thee, 

Forthy Ameftytf Fears. 

JRTJXERXt^ 

Give me thofe Fears i 
For all tliiags will be well. 

AMESTRIS. • , 

Grant it, ye Powers: 
This Day hdhic your Alters will I bled, 
Where all my Vows foail for my Prince be offcr'dj , 
Still let Succefs attend him, let Mankind 
Adore in him your vifible plvinity^ 
Nor will I imfrertune you for ffiyfetf, ' -** 

But fum up all I afic in Artaxerxes. ' 

ART J XERXES. 
And doubt not but the Gods will kindly hear 
Their Virgin Votary, and grant fc«rPray'r: 
Our glorious Sun, the Source of Light and Heat* 
Whofe Influence chears the World he did create, 
Shall fmile on thee from his meridian. Sides, 
And own the kindred Beauties of thy Eyes; 
The Eyes, which, could his own fair Beams decay* 
Migfct ihme for him, and %lefc die Woxld with Day. 

[Exeatf* 



Qt ACT 



"afc Whe Ambitious Step-Mother* 



ACT II, SCENE I. 

'An- Apartment in the Palac e. 

Enter MEMNON and MA GAS. 

MEMNON 

THOSE who are wife in Courts, my holy Sir, 
Make Friendships with the Minifters of State, 
Nor feek the Ruins of a wretched Exile, 
Left there Ihould be Contagion in Misfortunes, 
And make th' Alliance fatal. 

MAG AS. 

Friends like Memnon y 
Are worth being fought in Danger: Since this Age, 
Of moll flagitious Note, degenerates 
From the fam'd Virtue of our Anceftors, 
And leaves but few Examples of their Excellence, 
"Whom ihould we feek for Friendihips but thofe few, 
Thofe happy few, within whofe Breads alone 
The Footfteps of loft Virtue yet remain ? 
MEMNON. 
I prithee Peace ; for nothing milbecomes 
The Man that would be thought a Friend, like Flattery j 
Flattery ! the meaneft kind of bafe diffembling, 
, And only us'd to catch the groffeft Fools: 
Befides, it ftains the Honour of thy Function, 
Which, like the Gods thou ferv'ft, ihould be fincere. 
MA GAS. 
By that Sincerity, by all the Service 
My Friendfhip can exprefa, I would approve it; 
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And tho* I went not from Perfepolis 
Companion of your Exile, yet my Heart 
Was with you ftill ; t and what I cojild I did, 
.Befeeching ev'ry God for your Return : 
Nor were thofe Vows in vain, lince once again 
'Tis giv'n nte to behold my Friend; nay more. 
Would you, agree, to keep you here forever, 
MEMNON. 

The Gods, 'tis true, are juit, and have, I hope, 
At length decreed an end to my Misfortunes ; 
At leaft they give me this, to die with Honour, 
When Life grows vile or burden fo me. 
MAG AS. 

By me they offer all that you can a(k, 
And point: an eafy Way to Happinefs. 
Spare tkem the Wounds our wretched Country fears, 
The thoufand Ills which Civil Difcord brings. 
Oh flill that Noife of War, whofe dread Alarm* 
Frighten Repofe from Country Villages, 
And ftir rude Tumult up, and wild Diffraction 
In all our peaceful Cities. 

MEMNON. 

Witnefs for me, 
Ye awful Gods, who view our inmoft Thoughts ! 
I took not Arms, till urg'd by Self-defence, 
The eldeft Law of Nature, 
hppute not then thofe Ills which mayenfae 
Tome, but thofe who with inceffant Hate 
Purfue my Life, whofe Malice fpreads the Flame 
To every part, that my devoted Fabric 
May in the univerfal Ruin burn. 
MAG AS. 

And yet ev'n there perhaps you judge too raihly, - 
Impetuous Paffcon hurries you fo fall, 
You cannot mark th* Advantage of your Fortune. 
MEMNON. 

•Has no*t the Law been urg'd to fet a Brand 
Of foul Difhonour on my hoary Head? rs- 

Ha! Amlnotprofcrib'd? ^ iT ' 

C| MAQA%% 
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MJGA& 

Forget that Thought \ , 
That jarring graces yew Soul, and tarns the Harm© 
Of blefled Peace to cur ft infernal Difcord. 
Hate and its fatal Canfes all fliall ceafe, 
And Mention's Name be honoured as of old, 
The braveft and the moil fuccefiful Warrior* 
The fortunate Defender of his Country. 1 
MEMNON. 

'Tis true (nor will it feem a Boaf! to own ) 
I have fought well for JPerfia, andrepay'd 
The Benefit of Bifth with honeft Service ; 
Full fifty Years harnefs'd in ragged Steel,. 
I Have cndur'd the biting Winter's Blaft, 
And the feverer Heats of parching Summer :_ 
While they who loll'd at home on lazy Couches* 
Amidft a Crew of Harlots- and foft Eunuchs* 
Were at my Coft feeure in Lnxury : 
This is a julUce* Mirx*'* Self matt do me. 
* • MA GAS. 

Even he, tho* fatal Accidents have fot 
A moll unhappy Bar between you* Friendftrip, 
Lamenting that there had been Caufeof Enmity* 
And owning all the Merit of your Virtues* 
Will often wkh Fate had ordainM you Friends* 
MEMNQN. 

Our God,*«kt Son, (KaH fooner change his Courfej 
And all th' Impofcbilities, which Poets 
Count to extravagance of loofe Defcription,. 
Shall fooner be. <* 

MAGAS. 
Vet hear me, noble Memnon : 
When by the J?nty o€ my Priefthood mov'd, 
And in juft Keteftation of the Mifthiefs 
Ioteftine Jars- pedthiee> I urgM wife' Mirza, 
By his Concurrence, Help, and Healing Counfel, 
To flop thofe Wounds at whs eh' his Country "bleeds £ 
GrWd at the Though t % he vow'd his whole Eudeavoi 
Should be to clofe thofe Breaches : ■ . 
*Thjit ey'K C^^r'sBeath,, anAalUltofe Quarrels 
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That long haye nourifh'd Hatred in your Houfes, 
Should be in Joy of public Peace forgotten. 
MEMNON. 
Ohcoufrftt there charm the Malice of a Statefman, 
And make him quit hisPurpofe of Revenge, 
Thy Preaching might reform the guilty World, 
And Vice wouM h£ no more. * 

MA GAS. 

Nay, ev'n the Queen) 
Will bind the Confirmation by her Son, 
And sdk the feir Amefiris for Prince Artaba*. 
MEMNON 
Were that the only Terms, it were impoffifefe* 

MA sr A S, 
You wou'd not flton th' Alliance of a Prince ? 

MEMNON: 
Net; fc* it is the Glory of my Fate, 
That Artaxerxes is dcfigti'd my Son, 
With *v*ry Grace and Royal Virt«e erowtfM j 
Great, jujt, andraerci&i, rack is IVton kind 
(When, in the. Infant World, firft Government* 
Began by Choice) would have deflgn'd a King. 
MA AS. 
Unbounded RjwY, and Height of Greatnefs give 
To Kings that LuHre t which we think divine ; ' . 
The Wife, who know *em> know they are but Men, fc 
Nay, fometimes weak ones too': the Crowd, indeed^ 
Who kneel before the Image, not the God, 
Worfhipthe Deity -'their Hands have made. 
The Name of Artahan will be as great 
As that of Cyrus % when he (hall poffeft 
(As fure he fhall). his Throne. 

MEMNON. 

Ha! What means htf 
TWutVillian Prieft ! Bat hold nafy Rage a little, 
And leamDiflimufctfion : PH try him further. [AJi&+ 
You talk in RiddleJ, wjfepyou hahie a Throne 
And Artahan ;. ihe Gods Who portion out 
The Lots of Princes as of private' Men , 
Have put a Jfctr between his'hopes and feawti 
' r C* MAG AS* 
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MAG AS. 

What bar.? 

MEMNON. 
The belt, an elder Brother's Claim. 
MAG AS. 

That's eaiily remov'd ; the King their Father, • 
On juft and weighty Reafons, has decreed 
His Scepter to the Younger ; add to this, 
The joint Concurrence of our Per/tan Lords, 
Who only want your Voice to make it firni, 
MEMNON 

Can I, can they, can any honeft Hand, 
Join-inan A& like this ? Is not the Elder 
By Nature pointed out for Preference ? 
Is not his Right inrolPd among thofe Laws 
Which keeps the World's vaft Frame in beauteous Order ? 
Afk thofe thou n^m'ft but now, what made them Lords I 
What Titles had they had, if Merit only 
Could have conferr'd a Right ; if Nature had not 
Strive hard to thruft the worft-deferving firft, 
And ftamp'd the noble Mark of Eldermip 
Upon their bafer Metal ? 

MAO AS, 

: ' Sure there may be 

Reafons of Co much Pow'r and cogent Force* 
As may ev'n kt afide this Right of Birth ; : 
If Sons have Rights, yet Fathers have 'em too r 
'Twere an invidious Tafk to enter into 
The Infolenpe, and other Faults, which mov'd 
Royal Arfaces to a juft Difpleafure 
Againfthis eldeft Son, Prince Art oxer xes. 
MEMNON 

Ha ! dare not for thy Life, I charge thee xlare not 
To- brand the fpotjefs Virtue of my Prince 
With falihoods of moft bafe and danWd Contrivance* 
Jtell thee, envious Prieft, ihould the juft Gods ' '*■ 

Require fevere Account of thy yaft Life,. 
And charge Remembrance to difpofethy crimes, 
In Rank and hideous Order to thy View, 
Honor and Guilt of Soul would make thee mad, - 

MAG Alt 
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MA GAS. 

You take the Matter further than I meant it : 
My Friendihip only aims at your Advantage, 
Would point you out a Way to Peace and Honour, 
And in return of this, your Rage unkindly 
Loads me with Injuries. 

MEMNON, 

Away ! I cannot bear thy bafe Diffembling, _ 
My heneft Soul difdains thee and thy Friendihip. 
How haft thou dar'd to think fo vilely of me, 
TJiat I would condescend to thy mean Arts, 
And traffick with thee for a Prince's Ruin ? 
A Prince the Joy and Honour of Mankind, 
As much fuperior to the reft of. Kings, 
As they themferves are- above common Men ; 
And is the very Image of the Gods. 
Wer't thou not privileged like Age and Women, 
My Sword fhould reach thee, and revenge" the Wrong. 
Thy Tongue has done his Fame. 
MAGAS. 

Ungrateful Lord ! 
Would* ft thou invade my Life, as a Return 
For proffer'd Love ? But let th* Event declare 
How great a Good by me fincerely ofier'd, 
Thy dull Romantic Honour has refus'd. 
And fince I have difcharg'd the Dept I ow'd 
To former Friendihip, if the Gods hereafter 
Send Ruin down, and plague thee with Cohfufion, 
Remember me in vain, and curfe thy Folly. 

f Exit id agas* 
MEMNON. s 

No, my Remembrance treafures honeft Thoughts. 
And holds not things like thee ; I fcorn thy Friendihip, 
And would not owe my Life to fuch a V j 11 an, : 
But thou art hardly Saint enough to prophefy! k 

Were all thy Tribe like thee, it might well ftartle 
Our Lay unlearned Faith, when through fuch Hands 
The Knowledge of the Gods.is reach'd to Man,. ' ! 
But thus thofe Gods inftruft us, that not all . 

i Who like Intruders thruft into their Service, 
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And turn the holy Office to a Trade) 
Participate their facred Influence. 
This then is your own Caufe; ye aw&l Powers, 
Revenge ) ourielves, your violated Alters*. 
That thofcwjio with unhallowed Hands approach, 
" May tremble at yourJuilicOf [Exit Memaoia. 

SCENE II. fbi* PALACE^ 

Enter the Qtr ebn> Artaban, Mirza^ 
M a g A s>. and Attendants. 

ART A B Am 
My Brother, then is come ! 

MIRZA. - 
.^ My Lord,. I few him, 

With .hini old haughty Memnon ; as they pafs*d, 
With fierce Difdain they, view'd th^gastng Crowds, 
And with dumb Pride feem-d, to neglecl: that Wo/mir** 
Which yet/they wifh'dto^ind:: this way they move.;, * ■ 
* Tis faid to m an Audience o£ -the King. 
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fifirza, 'tis well, Ithank thy tiroery Care ; 
-Here will we face this Storm of Infolence, 
Nor. fear the noify Tftundar *,: let it roll, 
Then fourft, and fpend at once its idle Rage* . 
ART ABA N- - 

Why meet we thus like wrangling v Adv©eates>, 
Vtjo urge the Juftics of ftur Caufe with Words .?•; 
i'haje this Parle, 'tis tame : if we nmft meet,., 
Give me my Arms, and let us ftake at once. 
Our Rights of Merit and of Elderihip, 
And prove, like Men our Title. 

MIRZA. 

'Twereonfafe,. 
Tfcey come fommadedjb^a Crowd of Friends : 
totbrike thro' thefe were dangerous and rafh. 
late waits ft r. them elfcwhere with certain Ruin ; . 
tMiuskMifXa's . Hand .expert it; . 
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QU E E N. 
# *■ Beitfo: 

Aiifpicious Sage, Itruft thee with my Fortune.. ? 
My Hopes of Greatncfv do thou guide 'em all, 
For me and for. thyfelf. My Son, give way, 
Nor let thy bafty Youth di&urti with Outrage 
The prefent neceffary Face of Peace ; . . 
Occasions great and glorious will remain^ 
Worthy thy Arms and Courage. 

ARTASAN. 

I Qbtytp* 
And willingly, refignth' unmanly Taik». 
Words are indeed your Province, 
MIRZA*- 
My Royal Miftrefs,. 
Prepare to meet with more than brutal Furjr 
From, the* fierce Prince and Mgmnon. 
>$JJE EN. 

WelUkAQW \ 
TheJnfoleuce and natire Pride of each ; 
With fcurrilc Taunts and blacfccft Infamy^ 
They load my Namei Bat. Jet the Wretches rail** : 
A Woman's Vengeance waits 'em. . 
MIKZA. 
... •„ " They are here. 

Enter Art ax e kx e s , Me m n o k, *and Attendant u-„ 

AkTAXBUXES* :' 

Ye Wrtelau Gods, who guard this Royal Fabric,, 
And, thou-, OOrofmades, the-Protc&or ' "A 

Of the great Pirfian Race, -e'er yet my Father* , 
Royal Ar/aces, mingle with your Godheads, . 
Grant me once more to lay before his Feet 
His Rldeft born^ his once lov ? 4 Artaxtrxis,* l 
To offer my Obedience to his Age ; 
All that a Son can owe to fuch a Fa then 
You, who with haggard. Eyes fta re wildly on mey, 
If (as by your Attendance here ypufeeiri) i 
You.ierve the^King my Father, lead me to him. 

C6 -, %VEE$.. 
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^UEEN. 
Anddoft thou wonder that Mankind fhould ilarc> 
When Parricides andrRebels, in defpite • , 

Of Nature, Majefty, and reverend Age, 
With impious Force and ruffian Violence,. 
Would rob a King and Father of his Life; 

Cut off his (hort Remains? 

, . : JRTAXERXEd. 

Ha ! fay 'ft thou, Woman; f 
I prithee Peace, and urge.not a Reply ; 
i would not hold Acquaintance with thy Infamy. 
. . <^UE EN. * 
Ye righteous Pow'rs, whofe Jufticcawes the WorI&, 
Let not your Thunders fleep when Crimes like thefe 
Stalk in the open Air. 

jiRTJXERXES. 

Thy Prieft inftruds thee #i i 
EHe fure thou hadft hot dar'd to tempt the Gods, 
And trifle with their Juftice ; Canft thou name it, 
And look on me ? oh me, whom thy curft Arts 
Have ftrove to bar from native Right to Empire^ 
Madt me a Stranger to a Father's Love, 
And broke the Bands of Nature, which once held me 
The nearefl to his Heart ? 

<tU E EN.- 

Had he not Reafon, 
When thou with Rebel Jnfolence didft dare ' 
To own and to pfrdtedt that hda.fy Ruffian ; 

[Pointing t& Memmon,. 
And in defpite ev'n of thy Father's Juftice;, 
To ftir, the factious Rabble up to Arms 
For.him ; and make a Murd'rer's Caufe thy own ? 
MEM NO N. 
Ih^d another Name (nor fhouldft thou move me, 
Infulting Queen, to Words, did not Remembrance 
Wi^Ji Honror fting my Soul for Tirijwfus, 
Thy ^murder'd Lord) when by my fatal Orders, 
And by his own high Courage urg'd, he fell, 
To make thywayto guilty Greatnefs eafy. 
I thought him then a Traitor (for thy Arts 

Hstf 
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had taught the Royal Mandate fo to call htm) 
Too big for public Juftice, and on that Pretence 
Consented to the Snare that catch'd his Life j 
So my obedient Honefly was made . 
The Pander to thy Luft and black Ambition. . 
Except the Guilt of that accurfed Day, 
In all myTron Years of Wars and Danger, 
From blooming Youth down to decaying Age, 
My Fame ne'er knew a Stain of foul Dilhonour ; 
And if that make me guilty, think what thou art, 
The Caufe and the Contriver of that Mifchidf. 

&UE EN. ... 

What nam'ft thou Tiribafut I Be his Guik 
Forgotten with his Memory. Think on CUandsr, 
And let the Furies that enquire for Blodd, r 
Stir Horror up, and bittereft Remorfe, * 
To gnaw thy anxious Soul. Oh great Ckander! 
Unworthy Iwas thy Fate, thou firft of Warriors 
To fall beneath a bafe Affaflian's Stab; 
Whom all, the thirfty Inftruments of Death • 
Had in the Field of Battle fought in vain, , , 

MEMNON. 
In Sight of Heaven, and of the equal Gods, 
I will avow that my Revenge was juft; 
My injur'd Honour could not afkior lefs : 
Since he refund to do a Soldier's Juftice, 
1 us'd him as I ought. .'• .'; ; , , » * 

QU E E N.A * " 

AmaziagBoldnelsl — !..M 
And daf'ft thou call that Ad a Soldier** Juftite* . ' > 
Did'ft thou not meet him with diflembled Friendfhip, , 
Hiding. the Rancour of thy Heart in Smiles? . 
When he (whofe open unfufpe£tin£ Nature i> 
Thought thee a Soidier honeft as himfetf) . , \ 

Came to the Banquet as feeure-of Peace, . . . / ^,. 
£y mutual Vows renew'd; and in the Revel 
Of that luxurious Day, forgetting Hate,. . • 
And every Caufe of ancient Animofity, , 

Devoted all his Thoughts to Mirth and Friendship : 
Then Mention (at an Hour when few are VUUW> 
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The fprightly Juice infufing gentler Thoughts^, 

And kindling Love ev'n in the colddt Breafo) ■ 

Unequal to him in thse Face of. War, 

Stole on Cleander with a Coward's Malice, 

And ftruckhiim to &e Heart. .> 

mbmnon: 

By the fteen Godi . 
By Mars,, the Ratrone of my honoured Wars, 
'Tis bafely. falfe* In h ji own drunken Brawl 
The Boailer fell* I fabre his lavim Tongue, . 
Nor thought hintworih my Sword r 'tiH^lus cold Tempei 
Warm'd with the Wine) he dar'd me to the Combat;, 
Then pleas'd to aiteet him in that Fit of Valouy 
Iltookhimathis Word vl and. (vwth ray Sword. 
Drawn againii his in eqoal OppoEtion) 
llkill'dhlia while; it la#ed: > ^' 

* Ceafc we, my Fsi&ed;, 
This* Women's War of KdHng; when they taM«k, . 
Men fliould fee flill, and let Noifc tireitfei$: ; < 
I. came to find a, Father* tho* my Fears. ' 

Suggeft the wopft of Evils to my Thoughts,, 
And make me dread .to hear Jr/iftes' Eate:. 
Lead, Memnon, to the Pretence. .- • . 
^U E E M 
t v. Prince, you -paft not*; ■: 

Guards, fee© the Boor; the King your JRather liares*-i 
AR&A.X3RXES. 
Ha!— il'lft-fiiefi, why lives he not to me?- 
Whyam I thu» ihottmt' and banifiVd from him ? . 
Why are niy Veins rick wkhhis Royal Blood ? 
Why did he give me« Life," if not tp ferve him I: 
Forbid me,ner-to waitmpon his -Bed, 
And watch hi*. ftckdy Slumbers, that my Yontk < 
Rfey with its Service glad -his d*oopiog Age, • 
And his cold Hand may biefs mw ere hft die. . 
Nay, be & Queen, and rob me ofcfus Crown*:. 
But let me keep my Right to ftlial Piety* ' 
^UE£N. / ;. 
WdMutik thou utg'd the fpecioas Name ©f Duty* 

. To 
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To-nide deform'd Rebellion : Haft thou not 
With thy falfe Arts poifon'd his People's Loyalty ? 
What meant thy pompous Progrefs wiro* the Empire? 
Thy vail Profiriion to the faclious Nobfet , 
Whofe Intereft fways the Crowd, arid fti*s up Mutiny h 
Why did thy Haughty fierce*, difdainful Soul 
Stoop to the meaneft Arts which catch the Vulgar .*: 
Herd with 'em, fawn upon 'em* and carefs 'em?. 
Appeal to them, to them relate thy. Wrongs, 
And make diem Judges of thy Father's Juftice ? 
Thy cruel and unnatural Luft of Power 
*Has funk thy Father more than allhis Years,, 
And made him wither in a green old Age. 

A R^ A XERXES. 
Falfe all as Hell : Nor had Tarm'd my Friend*, 
But to defend that Righ t' ■■ ■ 

Doft thou -not come*. 
Impatient of l>elay, tohaftenFate? 
To bring that Death, the lingering Difcafe 
Would*mly for a Day or two defer ? 

ART A XERXES.. 
frhear thee, anddifdain thy little. Malice,., 
That daces to (lain my Virtue with a Crime 
It views with mod Abhorrence ; but Reproach\ 
Is loft on ihee, finceModeffy, with all 
The Virtnes that adorn thy Sex, is fled? 
%,U E E N. 
Audacious Rebel i 

ARTAXERXFS. 
Inramou* ^Idultrefs ! 
Stain o£ my Father's Bed, and of his Throne ! ; 
A £7 A B A N. 
Villain, thou ly'tf. Oh Madanv give me way, 
[To the fgueeii) nvho holds him, drawing his-Sword*- 
Wh.atever.bars my Fury, calls me bafe, 
Unworthy of the Honour of your Son. 
QUE EN. 
Hold, Artahan; My Honour fuffen not 
From Jus kwd Breath, nor.fiiaR thy §y<<k& wfoawt 
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With Brawls or Blood the Reverence of this Place, 
To Peace and facred Majefty devoted. 
ART AXERXES. 
Ha ! Who art thou ? 

ART AB AN. 

The Son of great Arfaees* 
ART AXERXES. 
No, .'tis falfej thy forging Mother's damn'd Contri- 
vance. ^ [Poititiug to Mirza. 
Seek for thy Father in that plotting Fellow. 
The Hero's Race difclaims thee. Why doft thou frown. 
And knit thy Boyifh Brow ? Doit thou dare ought 
Worthy the Rank of the Divine Arfaces ? 
If fo, come forth, break from that Woman's Arms, 
And meet me with thy good Sword like a Man. 
ARTABAN. 
Yes, Artaxerxesy yes ; thou fhalt be met : . 
The mighty Gods have held us in the Balance, 
And one of us is doom'd to fink for ever $ . 
/Nor can I bear a long Delay of Fate, 
But wiih the great Deciiion were ev'n now : 
Proud and Ambitious Prince, I dare like thee 
All that is great and glorious. Like thine, 
immortal Thirft of Empire fires my foul ; 
My Soul, which of. fuperior Power impatient, 
Difdains thy Elderfhip ; therefore in Arms 
(Which give the npbleft Right to Kings) I will 
To Death difpute with thee the Throne of Cyrus. 
ART AXE RX£,S. , 
Do this, and thou art worthy of my Anger ; 

Eneigy Divine of great Ambition, 

That can inform the Souls of beardlefc Boys, 
And ripen 'em totyen in Spite of Naturb ! 

1 tell thee, Boy, that Empire is a Caufe, 

for which the Gods might wage immortal War. 
Then let my Soul exert her utmoft Virtue, 
And think at leaft thou art Arfaees* Son, 
That the Idea of thy fancy'd Father 
May raife and animate thy leiier Genius, 
And make thee fit to meet my Aim in Battle. 

ARTM 
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ART AM AN. 
Oh doubt not but my Soul is charm'd with Greatriefs, 
So much it rivals ev'n the Joy^ of knowledge 
And iacred Wifdom. What makes God* dime; 
But Power and Science Infinite? 
Hear only this; our Father, prefs'dby Age, 
And a long Train of Evils which that brings, 
Languifhes in the laft Extremes of Life : 
Since thou woukhtblot my Birth with bafe Dimononr, 
Be this my Proof of filial Piety, 
While yet he lives, ceafeweour Enmity; 
Nor let the hideous Noife of War difturb 
His parting Soul. 

ART A XERXES. 
<*' I take thee at thy Word: 
Let his Remains of Life be Peace tetwixt us, 
And after that let alt oiir Time be War. 
Remember when we meet, fince one muft fall, 
Who conquers and furvives, fiinrfves to Empire^ \\* 
[Exeunt federally* Queen -and Artab. Artax. Mem, 

. Manent Mi ft z a and Mag as. 

MIRZA. 

Moft fortunate Event ! which gives us more 
Than eVn QurWHhes could have aflt'd. This Tr«c# 
Gives lucky Opportunity for thinking \ 
-Twill lull tfcefe thoughtfefs Heroes to Security 
MA GAS, 

Th* approaching Feftival will more coivn^m It ; 
Of all thofe facred Times which heretofore 
Religion has diftinguifh'd from the red, . 
And to the Service of the Gods devoted, 
This has been ftill moft venerable held. * 
Among the Vulgar, Toil and Labour cea&s i f 
With Chapkts crc-wn'd they dance to the fhrill Pipe, ^ 
And indheir Songs invoke thofe milder Deities,; 
That foften anxious Life with Peace and Pleafure ; 
Slaves are enfranchis'd, and inveterate Foes < 
Forget, or at the lead fufpend their Hate % 
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And meet like Friends Pternick>*$ Difcord feems 
Out-rooted from our more ihm boa Age ; 
The Gods are worfliip'd with uoivfoal Jteveieaoe, 
Since pone, not ev*n oar Junga^ approach Heir Tertplt 
With any Mark of Wat's deftra&iTe Rage, ; - 
But Sacrifice UtiarhiM. 

M I R Z A. 
A luckyTbomght 
Is in my Mind at once completely forat'd, 
Like Grecian Pal/as in the Head of Joeve. 
When Memnon* Antexerare** aiid tbeirFntnib^ ? •■•• 
Shall, in obedience to the Holy Ritca, i .i 

To-morrow at the Altars bow unarm'd* : y u. 
Orf^»«withaPa«yiif Ae.G\uftd>, ., 
Who in my Pfelact fball thk Night bt plac'd, 
May at that private Ttemz which of en* into ' 
The Temple, m&afctoec^ and ftbe^matt;:- 
The Heads oncefefc tJw mean and he*rtlef*Crcr*iJ 
With e%tt m&y be difctttfifd* 
.r ,. ' , MutG J $. . -.,y-\ ..■_■■ 

What youpropofe 
Wears aYuccefsfulJEace, were it a* innocent: 
An Aft of fuch outrageous Profanation, 
May (hock the Thoughts ev^ of out clofeft Friends* 
And make 'em ftert from &P abhorr'd Alliance* 
TJhat4raws the.Vengea*tf0$f th* Grt* upo* '«m* ; 
MJRZ A* 
Art thm> the firft to ftart a Dombt like that f: _ , i 
Art thou (who doll injfpire thtir Oracles, 
And tj*ach !*m to deenYe the eafy C*Wl 
In doubtful Plfcrafe} afraid of thy own Godfe? V 

In every Change they were on thy Side ftill, 
And fure they will not leave thee now for Trifles* 
The Gods (hall certainly befriend our Caufe* 
At leaf* not beourrFoes, nor will they leave- 
Thjeiu Happy Ssats (where ftes from Care and Pain>> 
Blefs'd in themfelves ajone;,: of Man regardteiV 
They Joli ft rtrmki e^ertaftihg Eafc) 
To mind the trivial Rufinefi of our World. 

..:■. . M A€A 



The Ambitious Step-MotUr % 43 

MAGAS. 
But more I fear the fuperftitious Vulgar, 
WWtho* unknowing what Religion means*. - 

Yet nothing moves 'em more than zealous Rage 
For its Defence, when they believe it violated. 

M1RZA* . ' •' " 

I was to blame to tax the Prieft with Scruples, 
Or think his Care of Intereft was his Confidence. \Afidt* 
My Caution fhall obviate all thy Fears ; 
We will give out that they themfelves defign'd 
To fire the Temple, and then kill the King. 
No Matter, tho'ic feem sot very J>r©bfcble ; 
More monftrous Tales have oft amus'd the Vulgar* 

MAGJS. 
I yield to your Diredion ; and to ftrengthea ^ 
The Enterprize,' will feeretly difpofe 
A Party of my own within the Temple; 
To join with yours. - t 

MIRZAi ■ 
1% joys my Heart to think 
That I fhall glut my Vengeance on this Mtnimn % 
That I fhall fee him itrive in vain, and curfe 
The happy Fraud that caught him. Like a Lidn* 
Who long has reign'd the Terror of the Woods, 
And iar'd the boldeft Huntsmen to the Combat \ 
'Till catch'd at length "within fome hidden Snare, 
With foaming laws he bites the Toils that hold )^m> 
And roars* and rolls his fiery Eyes in Vain, \ 
While the furroundihg Swains at Pleafuie wound him* 
And make his Death their Sport: 
Thus Wit ltill gets the Maftery over Courage. 
Long time unmatched in War the Hero {hone, 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battle won ; 
'Till one fine Projett of the Statefman's Brain, 
Bereaves him, of the Spoils his Ann* did gain* . 
And tenders ail his boaited Prowefc vain, 
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in _ ^— ^. 

ACT III. SCENE L 

* A Garden belonging to MirzaV Palace. 

Cleone is difcovcr'd lying on a Bank of Flowers, 
Beliza attending. 

S O N c, hy B. StOtC, Efq. 

UPONaJbady Bank reposed, 
Phil an the, amorous* young, and fair* 
Sighing to the Groves difclos*d 
Tbt Story of her. Care* 

The Vocal Groves givefome Relief* 

While they her Notes return ; 
The Waters murmur o 9 er her Grief 

And Echo feems to mourn. 

A Swain that heard the Nymph complain* 

In pity of the Fair, 
Thus kindly ftrove to cure her Pain, 

Andjafe her Mind of Care. 

$ Tisjuft that Love Jbould give you reft, 

From Love your Torments came', 
Take that warm Cordial to your Breaft, 

And meet a kinder Flame. 

How wretched muft the Woman prove, 

(Beware, fair Nymph, beware) 
Wbofe Folly /corns another 1 s Love, 

And courts ber own Defpair? 

CLEONE. 
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C L E O N E. 
Oh Love! Thou Bane of an unhappy Maid! 
Still art thou bufy at my panting Heart ? 
Still doft thou melt my Soul with thy foft Images, 
And make my Ruin pleafing! Fondly Ltry, 
By Gales of Sighs, and Floods of ftrearaing Tears, 
To vent my Sorrows, and aflwage my Paffions : ^ - 
Still freih Supplies renew th* exhaufted Stores. 
Love reigns my Tyrant, to hirrifelf alone 
He vindicates the Empire of my Brealt, , 

And banifhes all Thoughts of Joy for ever. 

B E L I Z A. ■ . - 

Why are you ftill thus cruel to yourfelf ? ' 
Why do you feed and cherim the Difeafe, 
That preys* on your dear Life ? How can you hope 
To find a Cure for Love in Solitude? 
Why rather choofe you not to Ihine at Court? 
And in a thoufand gay Diverfions there, 
To'lofe the Memory of this wretched Paflion? 
C L E N E. 
Alas ! Beliza, thou haft never known , 

The fatal Power of a refiftlefs Love : 
Like that avenging Guilt that haunts the Impious, 
In vain we hope by flying to avoid it; 
In' Courts and Temples it purfues us flill, 
And in the loudeft Clamours will be heard : 
It grows a Part of us, lives in our Blood, 
And every beating Pulfe proclaims its Force, 
Oh! think not then that I can fhun myfelfj 
The Grave can only hide me from my Sorrows. 
BELIZA. 
Allow me then at leaft to ihare your Griefs; 
Companions in Misfortunes make 'em lefsj 
And I could fuffer much to make you eafy. 
'CLE ONE. 
Sit by me, gentle maid, and while I tell 
A wretched Tale of unregarded Love, 
If thou, iu kind Companion of my Woes, 
Shall figh or lhed a Tear for my Mifhap, 
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My grateful Eyes (hall pay it back with latereft. 
Help me to rail -at -my too cafy Heart, 
That rafliiy entertain'd this ratal Gueft: 
And you, my Eyes, why were you flill impatient 
Of any other Sight but Artaxerxes? 
Why did you make my Woman's Heart acquainted 
With all the thoufand Graces and Perfections, 
*That drefs the lovely Hero up for Conqueft ? 
S E L I Z A. 
Had you qppos'd thkPaflion in its Infancy, 
Ere Time had given it Strength, it might have dyM. 
C L E O N E. 
That was the fatal Error that undid me : 
My Virgin Thoughts, and unexperiene'd Innocence, 
Found not the Danger till it was too late ; " 
And tho' when iirit I few the charming Prince, 
I felt a pleafing Motion at my Heart, 
Short-breathing Sighs heav'd in my panting Breaft, , 
The mounting Blood flulh'd in my glowing Face, 
And dy'd my Cheeks with more than ufual Bluihes.; 
I thought himi fure, the Wonder of his Kind, 
And wdh'd my Fate had giv'n me fuch a Brother : 
Yet knew not that I lov'd, but thought that all, 
Like me, beheld and blefs'd him for his Excellence. 
BELIZA. 
Sure never hopelefs Maid was curs'd before 
With fuch a wretched Paffion ; all the Gods 
join to oppofe your Happinefs ; 'tis (aid 
This Day the Prince (hall wed the fair AmtArk. 
C L E O N E. 
No, my Beliza, I have never known ' 
The pleafing Thoughts of Hope : Certain Defpair 
Was born at once, and with my Love increas'd. 
B E L I Z A. 
Think you the Prince has e'er perceivM your Thoughts f 

C L E O N E. 
Forbid it, all ye chaiter Powers,' that favour 
The Modefty and Innocence of Maids : 
JSo, till my Death, no ether Breaft but thine 

Shall 
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Shall e'er participate the fetal Secret. 

O could I think that he ha& ever kfe&t* - < - . ..v 

My hidden Flame, • Shiine and Gottfufion 

Would force ittyVifgiii'Soul to leave her Manfion* 

And certain Deatfc ettfte; • i . j t 

Thou nam'ft the fcir A\neffrii, did*ft thou not? 

BELIE As 
Madam, I did* 

" CL £.Q N E. 

Ienvv not her Happinefs. 
Thd* ftrre few of our Sex are blefPd like her 
In fuch a Godlike Lord* * 

Would I had been a Man ! 

With Honour then I might havefought his FriernUhlp* 
Perhaps from long Experience of my Faith, 
He might have lov'd me better than the reft ; 
Amidft the Dangers of the horrid War, . 

-Still had I been die neareft to his Side; 
In Courts and Triumphs frill had lhar*d his Joys $ 
Or when the fportful Chafe had call'd us forth, 
Together had we xrheer'd our foaming Steeds, 
Together prefs'd the Savage o'er the Plain ; 
And when o'er-labourM with the preafing Toil, 
Stretch'd on the verdant Soil had flept together. 
But whither does my roving Fancy wander ? 
Thefe are the iick Dreams of fantaftick Love. 
So in the Calenture the Seaman fancies 
Green Fields and ftWry Meadows on the Ocean, 
Till leaping in, the Wretch is loft for ever. 

£ E L I Z A. 
Try but the common Remedies of Love, 
And let a fecond Flame expel the firft. 

C L E O N E. 
. Impoflible ; as well thou may'ft imagine, 
When thou complaint of Heat at fcorching Noea, 
Another Sunfhall rife to fhine more kindly. 
Believe me, my Beliza, I am grown 
So fond of the Delufion that has charm'd me, 
I haze the officious Hand that often Cwxt. 
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BELIZE. 
Madam, Prince ArtubanJ 

C L E O N E. 
. My cruel Stars ! 

Do you then envy me my very Solitude ? 
But Death, the Wretch's only Remedy, 
Shall hide me from, your hated Light for ever* 

Enter An T a b a n. 
ARTABAN. 
Ah, lovely Mourner! liill, ftill wilt; thou blaft 
My eager Love with unaufpicious Tears ? 
When at thy Feet I kneel, and fue for Pity, 
' Or juftly of thy cold Regards complain, 
Still wilt thou only anfwer me with Sighs? 
C L E O N E. 
Alas! my Lord, what Anfwer can I give? * 

If ftill I entertain you with my Grief, 
Pity the Temper of a wretched Maid, 
By Nature fad, and born the Child of Sorrow: 
In vain you afk for Happinefs from me, 
Who want it for myfeli. 

A R T A B A N. 

Can blooming Youth, 
And Virgin Innocence, tliat knows not Guilt, 
Know any Caufe for Grief? 

C L E O N E. 

Do but (iirvey 
The miferable State of Human Kind, 
Where Wretches are the general Increafe, 
And tell me if there be not Caufe for Grief. - 
A R T A B A N. 
Such Thoughts as thefe, my fair Philosopher, 
Inhabit wrinkled Cheeks, and hollow Byes ; 
The Marks which Years fet on the withered Sage ; 
The gentle Goddefs, Nature, wifely has 
Allotted other Cares for Youth and Beauty : * 
The God of Loveflands ready with his Torch 
To tight it at thy Eyes, but ftill in vain, 
For c're theFJame can catch, 'us ikcwtf&ATiTevs. 
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' ■■ r C LE N E. 

OM rfatie riot Lo4e, the worft of *tt Misfortunes 
The common Ruin: cjf my eafy Sex, 
Which I haye fworn for ever to avoid, 
In Memory Of alt thofe naplefs Maids; 
Tnat Love has plnngM in unexampled Woes* 
A %TA B A N. 
Forbear to- argue with that Angel Face, , 
Againft the Paffion thoa wert form'd to raife. ' ;; 
Alas! thy frozen Heart has only known ' 

Love in reverie, not tailed of its; Joys ; 
The Wiflics, -fort Deiires, and pleafing Pains 
That center all in moft extatic Blifs. 
Oh, lovely Maid; mifpend no more that Treafure 
Of Youth and.Cnarms, which lavifli Nature gives; 
The P op Man Gdddefc frowns at thy Delay; 
By her fairfelf, and by her Son ihe fwears, 
Thy Beauties are devoted to her Service. 
Lo ! . now (he. (hoots her Fires into my Breaft, 
She urges my Deiires, and bids me feize thee, 

[T&ting her Hand and kijpng if* 
And bear thee as a Vi6bm to her Altar; 
Then offer up ten thoufand thoufahd Joys, 
As an Amends ftfr all thy fbrmer Coldnefs. 

* C L E O 2f E.' 1 : 

Forbear, my Lord ; or,I muft fweir to fly 
For ever frpm yonrSighr. .'."', -..'", 
A KTA B A N. : >, 

' : \ Why doll thou frpwxy * 
And damp the rifing Joy within my Bread? *' ' * " ' ^ J; 
Art thou refolv'd to force thy gentle Nature* ', 

Companionate to all the WorUrheiide, , , , v ; J 
And only*<Hne cruerfShailnty^bws; l > s * ' * 
Thy Father's Interceflion, all be vain? 
C L E O N E. 
Why do you urge my Father's fatal Power, 
To curfe you with a fad unlucky Bride ? 
Call rounjd j»ur Eyes on our gay Eaftern Courts 
Where fmifibg Beauties, born {0 better 'Eaxt* 
Vq*L D 
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Give Joy to the Beholders : - t 
Tl^ere blefs fomft happy Prineefs witfc your Vowv 
And leave the pobr CJeone tp her Sorrows. - , 
J RTA'B A ti. 

What Queens are thofc, of moA celeftial Form, 
Whofe Charms can drive "thy, Image from my Heart 
Oh were tliey caft in Nature's fatreft Mt)ld, 
Brighter than Cynthia's ihiniog Train of Stats, • ' 
Kind as the fofteff She that everclafp'd 4 
Her Lover, when the Bridal-Night was paft^ 
I fwear I would prefer thee, OCItone, 
With all thy Scorn and cold Indifference, 
Would choofe to languifh and to die for thee, 
Much rather than be blef&'d, and live for them* 
C L E O N E. 

Oh Prince ! it is too much ; nor am I worthy s 
The HonouV of ^our Paffioni fince, 'tis fiVd : » 
By certain &nd unalterable Fate, 
That I can never yield you a Returns ^ . 

My Thoughts are all to chafte Diana vow^d, 
And I have fworn to die her Virgin Votary, 
A R TABAK 

Impoffible! thou canfl: not give away 
Mine and thy Father's Right, ev'n to the Gods t 
Diana will difown th' unjiuil Donation, 
Nor favour fuch an Injury te Love,, j r 
To every Power frivine I will appeal, , ' . . : 
Nor fhall thy Beauty brifee 'en* to be partial. 
Their Akars now expect us : Come, fair Saint, 
An8 if thou wilt abide their righteous Doom, , 
Their Juftice muft decree my Happinefs, 
Reward my Sufferings, and my Flame approve, 
fw they themfelves have felt the Power of Lave* 
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SCENE. II. the Tmplt tf jte '&* 

Enter '.Art ax srxes, Amestris, <w</ Attendants. 

ARTAXERXES. 

TlS-done! Tladone! Oh let me find feme Way 
To tell the mighty Joy that fills my Bfaaft, 
Led I grow mad with Height of furious Biifc. 
The holy Prfcft ha* ty'd the facredKaot, 
And my Ameftris now is all my own ! 
Oh thou foft Chanter! thou excelling Sweetnefs! 
Why art thou not transported all like ine I 
I fwear thoa doft not love thy Artaxtrxes, 
If thou an calm in this Excefs of Happinefs. 
AMESTRIS. 

Alas! my Lord, my panting Heart yet tremble* 
In vaftSafpefife between Unruly Joys 
And chilling Feats. Somewhat me thinks there is 
That checks my Soul, and favs I was too bold ' 
To quit the Pleafures of my Virgin State, 
To barter 'em for Cares and anxious Love. 
ARTAXERXES. 

Thefe are the Fears which wait on every Bride* 
And only (erve for Preludes to her JoVsj 
Short Sighs, and all thofe Morons of thy Heart, 
Arc Nature^ Call, and kindle warm Defirei. 
Soort as the friendly Goddefs of the Night 
Shall draw her Veil'of Darknefs o'er thy Blufheg, 
Thefe little cold nnneceffary Doubts 
Shall fly the Circle of my folding Arms : 
And w*ea I prefs thee trembling to my Bofoxh, 
Tho« (halt confefs (if there be Room for Words, 
Or ev'n fot Thoughts) that all thofe Thoughts are fcijfs* 
AMESTRIS. 

Yet fureiy mind are more than common Pears ; 
For, oh! my Prince, when my foreboding Heart 
Surveys th* uncertain State of human Joys, 
How kctttly $ke Malice of our Fate 

Da \3wlwy 
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Unften parities, and often blafts our Happinefi 
In full Security; I juftly dread, 
left Death or Parting, or ibme udfeen Accident, 
Much worfe, if poffible, than each of thefe, 
Should curfe us more than ever we were blefcM. 
ARTAXERXES. 

poubt not the Gods,^my Fair, whole righteous Power 
Shall favour and proted our virtuous Loves. 
If ftill thou apprehend'ft approaching Dans 
Let us make hafte and {hatch th* uncertain J 
While Fate is in- our Power. 
Now let us ftart, and give a loofe to Love, 
Feaft ev'ry Senfe withmoft luxurious Pleafure, 
Improve our Minutes, make 'em more than Years, 
Than Ages, and ev'n live the Life of Gods : 
If after this, Death or Ill-Fortune comes. 
It cannot injure us, fince we already 
Have liv'd and been before-hand with our Fate. 
A ME $ T R IS. 

^h! let me eafe at 6nce my tender Heart, 
And tell my deareft Lord my worft of Fears ; 
1 here is an 111 which more than Death I dread: 
Should you, by Time and long Fruition fated, 
Grow faithlefs, and forget the loft Ameftris, 
Forget that cverlafting Truth you vow'd, 
Tho'/ure I'fhould not publicly complain, 
Nor to the Gods accufe my perjur'd Prince, 
Yet my foft Soul.would fink beneath the Weight ; 
IfoQuld grow mad, and curfe my very Being, 
And wilh I ne'er had been, or not been lov'd. 
ARTAXERXES. 

Doft thou ? — when every happier Star fhines for us, 
And with propitious Influence gilds our Fortune, 
% JDoft thou invent fantaftic Forms of Danger, 
And fright thy SouLwith Things that are impoffiblc? 
Now, by the potent God of Love, I fwear, 
I will have ample Vengeance for thy Doubts. 
My foft complaining Fair, fhalt thou not pay me 
In Joys too fierce for Thought, for thefe Sufpicions ? 

The 
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The Bands which hold our Love are knit«by Fate, 
Nor fha|I decaying Time and Nature loofe 'em. 
Beyond the Limits of the filcnt Grave, 
Love (hall furvive, - immortal as our Beings : 
And when at once we climb yon azure Skies, 
We will be mown to all the Blefs'd above, 
For the moft conftant Pair that e'er deferv'd 
To mingle with their Stars. 

A M E S T R I S. 

Tis true, 'tis true; 
Nor ought I to fu(pe& thee. O my Hero ! 
The Gods have form'd thee for the neareft Pattern 
Of their own Excellence, and perfect Truth. 
O let me fink upon thy gentle Bofom, 
And, bluihing, tell how greatly I am blefs'd. 
Forgive me, Modefty, if here I vow 
That all the Pleafures of my Virgin State 
Were poor and trifling to the prefent Rapture : 
A gentle Warmth invades my glowing Breaft* 
And while I fondly caae upon thy Face, 
Ev'n Thought is loft in erauifite Delight. 

--. jrtJxerxes. 

Oh thou delicious, perfect, Angel Woman! 
Thou art too much .for mortal Senfe to bear : 
The vernal Bloom and Fragrancy pf Spices* • ? v 
Waited by gentle Winds, are not like thee. 
From thee, as fromth«C^r/iw Queen pf Love 9 
Ambrosial Odors flow; my every faculty : 

Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal Pleafipe* 
O glorious God of Day, fly fwiftly farwatd. 
And to thy Sifter's Rule rcfign the World : 
Nor hafte to rife again, butfet the Night 
Long blefs me with her Stay, that thyReturn 
At Morn may find me happteft of my Kind. 

Enter Mbmnok* , 

My Father! is there an Increafc of Toy ? 
What can ye give, ye Gods, to make it more? 
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M E M N N. 

Ye Bleffings of my Age ! whom when I view, 
The Memory of former Woes is Joft. 
Oh Prince ! well has this glorious Day repay'd 
My Youth and Blood foent in Arf aces' Service. 
Nor, had the Gods indulg'd my vaineft Wifhes, 
Durlt I have afe'd for fucn a Son as you are. 
But I am roughly bred, in Words unknowing,. 
Nor can I pKrafe my Speech in apt Expreffion, . 
To tell how much I love and honor you : 
Might I but live to Sght one Battle for you, 
Tho' with my Life I bought the Victory, 
Tho' my old batter'd Trunk were hew'd to Pieces, 
% And fcatter'd o'er the Field, yet mould I blefs "' 
My Fate, and think my Years wound up .with Honor 9 
A RTA XERXES. 

Doubt not, my noble Father, but ev'n yet 
A large Remain of Glory is behind. 
When civil Dif«ord fhaU he reconcile . 
And all the Noifc of Faftion httflt'4 to Pea.ee, 
Rough Greece, alike in Arts and Anns fbvere, 
No moie (hall brand the Perjtan Name with SofJheJv 
Athens and Sparta woncPring, fhall behold us, 
Strict in ottr Difci^Kne, undaunted, patient 
Of War's fUrn Toil, and Aseadroujr hofHle Virtue. 
Thofe flu bborn Commonwealths, that proudly dare 
Difdaia the glorious Monarch* of the Eaft, 
, Shall pay their Homage to the Throne of tyrut* 
And when with Laurels ©oVerM we return, 
My Love (haft irieet, and fmiiing bleft ourfrfumph, 
While at her -Feet I lay the Scepters of the World. 
ME M NO 'jr. 

Oh glorious Theme4 By Heaven it fires my Age, 
. Jbid kindles Youth again in my eold Veins* 

AH<r4XMRX§& 
Ha ! Mirza and t^e Queen ! retire, ,mv. Fair* 
Ungentle Hate, an4 fcrawfang Rage, fhan not 
Difturb the Peace, to which this happy Day ," 
b doubfy {acred. Forward^ to the Altar. 

_ [Exeunt Afrtaierxes, Am^\OJb»sM)* % . 
and Attendants 
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Enter at the other Door, Queen, Mirza, and Attendants* 
M I RrZ A. - 

All arc dlrpos'd, attd Fate but waits oar Orders 
For a deciding Blow* • - 

^ $UE E N. 
' Your Caution was 

Both wife arid faithful, not to trull my Son 
Too raffily with a Secret of this Nature: 
yhe Youth, thd* great of Soul, and fond of Glory, 
Yet leans to the fantaftic Rules of Honour, 
Would hefitate at ftich an Aft as this, 
Tho* future Eriipif e mould depend upon it. 
MIRZA. 
When Time fhall add Experience tp that Knowkdg^t 
With which his early Youth is- richly fraught, 
He'll be convinc'd tnat only .Fools would lofc- 
A Crown for norionary Principles. 
Honop is the unthinking Soldier's Boaft, 
Whofe dull Head carmot reach, thbfe finer Arts, 
By which Mankind is govern'd. 

. QV&M N> .-■ 
And yet it rivet a JUuJfer* to the Great, _ , 
And makes the Crow4>adore 'em- . 
. MIRZA, 

Your Son (hall reap r 
The whole Advantage, while we bear the Guilt: 
You, Madam, when the facred Hymns are fininYd, 
Mtift with thePrifice fetite; our Foes When feisfc'd. 
Within the Tempte nlay be be* ftctrr'd, 
Till you. dgfpftfe their Fate, 

1 """ ^UE E JvV 

The Rites attend us ; f Solemn Mufick U heard* 

This Day my Son is Monarch of the EaiL 
MlAZA. 
Lend us, ye Gods, your Temples but this Day* 
You (hall hp paidmrith Ages of Devotion, » 
And after this Tor ever undiflurbM, 
Brood o'er your fmoakinfr Altars. 

\Exeunt Queen; Mina, and AtWidanU* 

D 4 ^^V** 
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SCENE III. , 

The Scent opening* Jbews the Altar of the Sun, Macas* 
and fever al other Priefts, attending* Solemn Mufie is 
heard: then enter on one Side,MzMVOK, Artaxbrxes, 
AmestKis, and Attendants ; on the other Side, the 

QuftKN, MlRZA, ARTABAN, CLEONE, ClIANTHES, 

and Attendants : they all bow towards the Altar, and 
then range themfelves on each Side of the Stage, nubile 
the following Hymn Is, performed in. Parts, and Chorus 
'by the Priefis. 

* HYMN to the Sun, by W. Shipten, Iff. 

HAIL, Light, that doubly glads our Sphere* 
Glory and Triumph of the Tear! 
Hail, Feftival, for ever bleft, 
By' the adoring ravijh'd Eaftl 

Hail, Mithras, mighty Deity/ 
For Fire and Air, and Earth and Sea, £j 

From thee their Origin derive, i - .' • ; 
Motion and Form from thee receive* ■ 

' When Matter yet uni&tdlay, 
Nofooner thou infus'd'Jl thy Pay, 
But the dull Mafs its Power obey' J,- 
But an harmonious World was made* 

WbichJMt* when thou whba\mt?ftthy Beam:, 
An undiftinguijh'd Chaos feems; , 
*■•'■ iFer what art Obje&s without Sight; 
Or Vifeon nub en involved in Night? 

flight is an univerjal Grave, 

Where Things but doubtful Beings b*ve % 

Till then thy Beams Ruminate, 

And, as it were, again trmc> 

Cbcruh &k. ■■■*"; 
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Hail, Source of immaterial Fire, 
That ne'er began, can mfer expire} 
WhifeOrb, with ftreaming Glories fraught^ » 
Dazzles the Ken of human Thought i 

All the dependant Spheres above, 
Ey thy Dire3hns pine and movt : 
JIU purer Beings here below, 
From thy immediate EJfcnce flow. 

What is the Soul of Man, but Light, 
Drawn down from thy tranfcendent Height ? 
What but an intelUdual Beam! ' ' r 

A Spark of thy immortal Flame! 

, For as thou rufft with rladfome Rays 
The greater World, fo this the lefs\ 
And like thy own diffufive Soul, 
Shoots Life and Vigor thro 9 the Whole. 

Since then from Thee at fir ft it came, 
To Thee, the* clogg'd, it points it* Flam*} 
And confeiout of juperior Birth* 
Dejptfes this unkindred Earth. 
Chorus, &c. 

Hail, Orofmades, Pow'r Divine! 
Permit us to approach thy Shrine ; 
Permit thy Votaries to raife 
Their grateful Voices to thy P raife. 

Thou art the Father of our Kings, 

The Stem whence their high Lineap tfprtngs \ 

The Sovereign Lord that does maintain 

Their uncontroufd and boundUfs Reign. - • j 

then affift thy drooping S*n y . . . . 

Who long has graced our Iter fan Throne, I 
may pe yet' extend bis Sway/ 
Weyet MM? Rule obey! 
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Let thy Vitality impart . 

Netv Spirits to his fainting Heart ; - 

L<4 him., like thee (from whom be fining) 
Be ever a&itvfy er^er young. 
Chorus, &c. 

When the Mufickis ended, Memnon, Artaxences, &?r. 
Queen* Artaban, tffr. go off f as they entered, federally, 
only Mirza comes forward, and the Scene Jhuts ; he Ms 
after Axtefawgcifif §\ut % and tb*n Jff gait. 

MIRZA. 
What means this foreign Warmth within my Breaft? 
Is this a Time for any Thought 7 but Vengeance ? 
That fatal Beaujty dalles my weak Senfo 
And blafts the Refolutiop of my Soul: 
My Eyes in Contradiction to my Purpofe, 
Still bent to her, and dr-ujik the Ppifon in $ 
While I flood ftupid in Sufpenfe of Thought^: 
And now like Oil my flaming Spirit* blaze; 
My Arteries, my Heart, my Brain is ftorch'd, 
And I am all one Fu/y, Feeble Mir%a I 
Canfl thou give Way to Dotage, and become 
The Jed of Fools? No! 'tis lmpoffifcie; 
Revenge fhall rou*e, an*! with her Iron Whips 

• Lam forth this lafcy Ague from my Blood, . 
This Malady of Girls. Remember, State&nan, 
Thy Fate and future Fortunes now are forming, 
And fummon all tny Counfels to their Aid, 
Ev'h thy whole ^ouX It wo'not be * Amefiris 
Still ri/e$ uppernioil in all my Thoughts, 

* The lVtai!er-piec€ q{ Nature The Boy God 
Laughs at my Rage, ant}, triumphs ^'er my Folly. 

\A tumultuous Noi/e is heard- 
Ha! by the Gods 'tia doing ! Now, my Stars, 
Be kind, and make me Mafter of my Wifh at once. 

Enter Ma gas* 
But fee, thePrieft— Why doft thou flare and tremble? 
ihmve we Succeeded? Sayf and eafe my Fears. 
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M AG A S. 
My Soul is pierc'd with Horror ! Every God 
Seems from his Shrine to threaten us with Vengeaece* 
The Temple, reels, and all its pbnd'rous Roof \ 
Nods at the Proft nation. 

' WIRZA. \, 
. Safe and fearful! 
How can thy. wrenched Soul conceive fuch Mongers'? t 
Canft thou, who wouldft be great, be fuperftitious ? 
But 'tis the Coward *s Vke. Say, arc our Enemies fecur'd ft 

MA G AS. 

They are; the Prince, old Memn*n, and Ms paughtcr; 
Are in. Qrchanp* .Hands, only Tigrana 
With fome of lefierNote are fled. 
MIRZA. 

No Matter; 
Thefe are : the Soul, the reft a Hfelefc Mafs, 
Not worth our Apprehenfion. 

MA GAS. 

Will you flay, 
To meet the furious Thunder of their Rage? 
MIRZA. 
I will: Thou may 'ft retire, and fummonback 
Thy fcatter'd Spirits: Let not the Crowd fee 
Thy Fears; 'twill make thee vile and cheap among 'era. 

[ £*;/ Magas. 

Ehter Artaxerxes, Mcrrinon, and Ameftris, Prifimrs* 
Orchanes and Guards* 

ARTAXERXii 
Slave! Villain! Anfw^r, fay how hall thott dar^l 
To do this Infblence ? . v ; 

L t . ORCHANES. 

I know my Orders, 
Which from the Queen my Miftrefc I receiv'd* * 

Who will avow her own Authority. 1 ' ' ■" 
ARTAXERX J ES. 1 v . 
Efa ! fr.om the Qiueen ? She durft not, 'tis Impoffible ! 
*Tis Sacrilege ! 'tis Treafon J 'tis Damnation 7 ' 

D 6 Am 



:W the Ambitious tytp-Mtther* 

.m I not Jrtaxerxes ? Born to Empire, 
fye next degree to Gods. O thou bright Sun I 

fnarroU'll above, theObjeftof ourWorflii^ ■ 

Canft thou behold, and not avenge thy Race £ 
Thy injur'd Race ? If J could ought admit 
Unworthy of tfw.great Original,- * 
let me.bc doonvd to fall this Villain's Slave. 
Jf not, why am I made the Scorn of Wretches. ' 

^ much below me, that they hardly mare • * - .♦ 

e common Privilege of Kind i bit are 
JJlBcaftsto-Men— ; — • 
i " M EMNO tf. 

See where the Mailer Villain ftands! Unmoved 
.And hardened in Impiety, he laughs • 

At the fiditiaus JuiUce of the Gods, 
And thinks their Thunder has not. Wings to reach him* 
But know, the Joy thy Triumph brings is fheru 
My Pate (if the Gods govern) or at leaft 
My Mind's beyond thy Reach, and fcorns thy Malice. 
, MIRZ4. 

Dull valiant Fool, *hy Ruin is the le&ft, 
The mpft ignoble Triumph of my Wit. 
Cleander's Blood aflts for fubftantial Vengeance, 
And when the Thought that labors in my Breafr 
'Appears in A&ion, thou (halt know the Caufe- 
"Why I remain to view thy hated Face, 
That bMs, *** witn its Presence i thou Quit know it* 
And curfe thyfejf, curfe the ill-omen'4 Day " 

That gave thee Birth; renouncing all the Gods, 
Thriclf of thtm-renoune'd, (halt fink to Hell 
In oitterefi Fangs, and mingle with the Furies*. 
MEM NQ N. 
UnnalWd Dog, thou ly'ftf The utmoft Force 
Of all thy ftudy'd Malice cannot move me : 
Andif the Gods in Trial of my Virtue, 
Can yield my life up to thy Hangman's Mercy, 
-tPH ihew thee with what Eafe the Brave and Honel 
Can put off Life, till thou (halt damn thy Arts, 
.jThy wretched Arts, and Impotence of Malice. 

MIRZA* 
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"* ' M I R Z A. ' • N . 

Reft well affurM, thou (halt have Caufc to try 
Thy Philosophic Force of pafllve Virtue* 
ARTAXERXES. 
O Death to Greatnefs! Can we fell fo low, 
To be the flavifli Objeds of his Mirth ? > 

Shall my juft Rage, and violated Honour, * 

Play the Buffoon, and minifter to Laughter? 
Down, down, my fwelling Heart, hide thy Refentmentsy 
Nor'proftitute the ruffled Majefty 
Of injur'd Princes to the gazing Crowd ; 
My Face (hall learn to cover the Emotion 
My wounded Soul endures. Ha! my Amefirhf 
My Love! my Royal Bride ! the Spoiler, Urief, 
Defaces every Feature : like the Deluge 
That raz'd the Beauties of the firft Creation : 
I cannot bear it : Villain* give me Way. 

[He brtaks from the Guards that bold him % etmi 
catches held o/Ame&nt. 
Oh ! let me hold thee m my throbbing Bofom, 
And (hive to hide thy Sorrows from my Sight: 
I cannot fee thy Griefs | and yet I want 
The Power to bring Relief. 

AMESTRIS. 

Ah! No, my Prince; 
There are no Remedies for Ills like ours j 
My hdplefs Sex by Nature Hands expos'd 
To all the Wrongs and Injuries of Fortune j 
Defencelefs in myfelf, you were my Refuge, 
You are my Lord; to whom Jheuld I complain* 
Since you cannot redrefs me ? Were yon not 
The Honour, Joy* and Safety of AmftrhP 
For yw alone I iiv'd, with you alone 
I could be happy; O my Artaxerxesf 
One InHuenceguislts our contenting Stan* 
And fUH together we ate blefs*d or cuistt. 
M 1RZ 4.. 
With a malignant Joy my Ears drink in 
Her eaiph harmonious ActtM, every Glance 

^ G<*y 
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Goes to my Heart, and Mrs alternate Motions 
Of Heat and Cold j a hucy Pleafure apw , 
Thrills all my Veins, anon Defire grow&hot, 
And my old Sinew* ftriflk before fh* EJame. [jfjide* 
ART J XERXES 

Go on, and charm me with thy .Angel's Voice ; 
Sooth and afiwage the Fury in my Breaft, 
That urges me to unbecoming Paflion : 
My Rage grows cool amidft thy foft Complainings ; 
And tho* thou talk'ft of Woes, of Deajth* and Ruin, 
'Tis Heaven to hear thee. 

JMESTRIS. \ 

Since this is all our wretched Coafolation, 
Let us indulge our Grief, till by loug Ufe 
It grows habitual, and we lofe the Pain. 
Here on the marbled Pavement will we fit, 
Thy Head upon my Bread; and if Remembrance 
.Of cruel Wrongs mall vex thy noble Heart, 
The Murmur of .my Sighs (haH charm the Tumult, 
And Fate £hall find us calm : Nor will the God$, 
Who here inhabit and behold our Sufferings, 
Delay to end our Woes in Immortality. 
JRTJXERXES. 

Kaf Tay'ft thou Gods! Yes, certain there are Gods, 
To whom my Youth withiReverence ftill has bow'd, 
Whofe Care and Providence are Virtue's Guard 5 
7"hin k then , my Fair, they have not made us great, 
And like themfelves, for miferable Ends. 
MI R Z A. 

God>might behold her,, and forget their Wifdom. 

But I delay too long, Qrcbanes* lend thy Ear. 

[Mima ivhifpers Orchanes, and Exit. 
MEMNON. 
* My Children ! you were ftill my Joy and Happinefs : 
Why am I made yourCurfc? Thia hpted Head, 
To Death devoted, has involy'd your Innocence 
In my Deftrtidion. 

[Guards lay bold in AuUxerxes mnd AmeJftris. 
4ME$,TR1S. 
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' '"' AMESTRTS. 

Alas! Mv Father! 
A RfA XERXES. _ / 

Barbarous T)dgs ! What mean you ? ' 

QRCHANE S. 
Convey the Lady to Lord Mirza's Palace, 
Tis the Queen's Will (he mall be there confin'd. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Thou canft not mean fo damn'd a Villainy! 
Thou dar'H not, (halt not part us: Fate cannot do iu 
MEMNOiV. 
CurfedOld-Age ! Why have I liv'd to fee this ? 

ORCHANES. 
Force 'era afunder. 

ARTAXERXES. 
Hew Off my Limbs, ye Dogs ! I will not lofe 'em — 
Oh Devils ! Death and Furies ! my Wife ! my lov'd 
• Am eft r is 

AMESTRIS. 
My Lord! myHufband!— 

Orchanes and one Party of the Guards force Artaxerxes 
and Memnon off one Way, and the other Party bears 
Ameftris another. \ 

Re-enter Mirza. 

MIRZA. 
This was moll noble Mifchief ! It flung home,* 

'Twas Luxury of Vengeance -'twas not ill 

1*o keep aloof: thefe boiftcrous Beads have Paws, 

i^nd might have fcratch'd : The Wife fhou'd not allow 

A Poffiblity to Fortune's Malice. 

Now to the reft ; this Prince, this Hufband dies : 

To-morrow's Dawn brings his and Memnon's Fate. 

This Night let 'em Defpair, and Ban, and Rage, 

And to the wooden Deities within 

Tell frantic Tales : uiy Hours mail pafs more pleafingly, 

If Love (which yet I know not) can give Pleafurc* 

Love ! what is Love ? the Paflion of a Boy, 

That fpends his Time in Lazinefs and Sonnets : 
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Luft is the Appetite of Man ; and fhall 

Be fated, tall it loath the cloying Banquet. 

The Wife are privileg'&by Human Frailty 

To tafte thefe Pleafures, but not dwell upon 'em* 

They man and dull the Faculty of Thinking t 

One Night I fafely may indulge in Riot, 

'Tis politic Lewdnefs, and affifts my Vengeance 5 

I will grow Young, and furfeit on her Charms, 

Her lufcious Sweets ; then rifing from Jie* Arms* 

The naufeous, momentary Joy torget> 

JJnd be myfelf again ; again be Wife and Great. 



[Exit Mina* 
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A C T IV. SCENE h 

Tie PA LAC E. 

Enter Artaban and Clianthes, 

ARTABAN. 
9 nr* I S bafe and impious ! Where are the Ties 

X Shall keep Mankind in Order, if Religion 
And public Faith be violated ? Tis an Injury 
That oeards both Gods and Men, and dares their Juftice. , 
CLEANTHES. 
The fearful Crowd already take th' Alarm, 
Ureak off their folemji Sports, their Songs and Dances* 
And wildly in tumultuous Concert join ; 
Mifchief and Danger fit in ev'ry Face, 
And while they dread the Anger of the Cods, 
The Wife, who know th' Effects of popular Fury, 
From them expect that Vengeance which they fear. ~ 
. . ARTABAN. 
The tacred Power of Majefty, which ihould . ^ 
Forbid, owns and protects the Violence. 
It muft ndt, fhall not be ; Who fteals a Crown 
By Arts like thefe, wears it unworthily. 
CLEANTHES. 
The Queen, your Mother, Sir, fhe will expect 
You ihould approve that Act her Power has done. 
ARTABAN. 
I'll meet her as I ought, and iliow my/elf 
Worthy the noble Rivajihig of Empire. '" x 
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Enter the Queen, Mirza, and Attendants* 

QUEEN. 
My Son, I come to joy you of a Crown 
And Glory certain now ; jour Fate at length 
Ha* mafter'd that maligna tit Influence 1, 

With which it fl ruggled long : You are a King, 
The greateft that our Eafiem Word beholds ; 
And tho' my widow'd Bed be Caufe for Grief, 
Yet for thy Sake, my Son, I joy to fay, 
Arjacej & *Q ttOre. > . x 

ARTAEAN. 

♦Tweje vain and fooHfli 
To mown his Death with ccxemjonious Sorrow j r 
For tho' he dyM the greaieft of our Race, 
Yet fince decaying Age had funk him lpw> 
4.nd all the native Majefty was loft, 
*Twastime the Soul Q\oql$ feek for Jmmortality, 
And leave the w«ary Body to enjoy 
Ai\ honourable Reft &©m Care and Sicknefe : 
Peace to his Aihes., and eternal Fame 
Dwell with his Memory ; while we wholive 
Look back wkh Emulation ou hie Greatnefs* 
And with laborious Steps drive to afcend , 
That Height where once he fat. 
QUEEN. 

Thou hall already 
Attain'dthe lofty Summit of his Glory ; 
sHis Throne cxpe&s thee but to lit and fill it. 
AtLTABAN. 
No, Madam, when the Gods choofe worthy Subje£t» 
On w.hojn to place fuch Greatnefc, they furronnd 
The glorious Prize with Toil and thorny Danger, 
And bid the Man who would be Great, dare greatly. 
Be it for dull Elder Brothers to poflefs 
Without deferring ; mine's a nobler Claim, 
Nor will I tafte the Godlike Joy s of Power, 
Til} Men and Gods with Tuftice fhall confefs 
*Ti*b&ely the Reward of what I mem, 
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QUEEN. 
What means my Son ? 

- ART A BAN: 

To wreftle for a Crown; 
SUE EN. 
With what fantaftic Shadow wouldi thou drive ? 
The haughty Rival of thy Hopes is felPn ; 
He lives indeed, but 'tis to grace thy Triumph, 
And bow before thee ; then be fwept away, 
Like the Remembrance of .aft idle Dream, 
Which, tho* of Yefternight, is now forgotten. 
ART A BAN. 
It grieves me much to fay, my Royal Mother, 
I cannot take a Crown upon thefe Terms, 
Tho' even from your Hands : The confeious VirtUQ 
That witneffes within my Bfetft for Glory, 
Points me to Greatnefs by the Paths of Honor, 
- And urges me to do as a King .ought, 
That woukt not wear his Purple as the Gift 
Of ianpiofes Treachery and bafe Deceit; 
. $JJEEN> 

Amazement turns my Sen&s I Or! dream ! 
For fare tho^canftttot mean fapoor'a 1?ofty. x 
Hail thou been bred in the wife Arts of Empire t 
Been early taught to know the Worth of Power ? 
And wouldft thou lofe the golden Opportunity 
With which thy Fortune courts thee, for a Notion t 
An empty Sound of Virtue ? A dry Maxim, 
Which Pedants have devis'd for Boys to canvas I 
Can my Son think fo raeanfy? Go, fet free 
(Since Honor bids) this Lordly Elder Brother, 
Bow like a Slave before him, wait his Pleafures, 
And live dependant en his fcanty Peniion ; 
He may reward thy (ervile Loyalty, 
And make thee Ruler of forae petty Province, 
In RecompenGe of Royalty giv'n up. > 

ARTABAN. 
No ; (tho 9 I nuifl confefs I would not hold him 
Caught in a Villain's Snare, nor do a Mutter 
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Unworthy of a Hangman) yet to Death 

I uilt defy him as my mortal Foe* ft 

And fince my Father's Fate difiblves that Truce ^ 

To which I flood engag'd, 'tis War again. g, 

Amidfl the fteely Squadrons will I feek ^ 

This haughty Brother, by his Friends furrounded, " ^ 

And back'd with aJl th* Advantage of his Birth ; ^ 

Then bravely prove upon him with my Sword, ^ 
He falfly brands me for a bookifh Coward, 
That Nature's Error only gave him Preference, 

Since Fate meant me the King. A 

SlU E E N. - j 
A Mother's Care is watchful for thy Safety, 
Elfe wert thou lofl, thou honourable Fool ; 

Lonj might'ft thou vainly hunt in bloody Fields. p 

For that Advantage which thy willing Fortune j 

Now reaches to thy Hands : In Battles wkty -\ 

Uncertain Wings the wavering Goddefs flies, . | 

And oft with, partial Hand bellows her Favor j 

On Fools and thjck-skull'd Heroes ; fei*e.her now j 

While fhe is thine, or /he is loft for even , ' 

No matter, let her fly ; the Eagle Virtue ( 

Shall foar beyond her, and command her Flight t i 

Fortune is not my Miflrefs, but my Slave. . 
Pofterity, that reads the Name of Artaban 
In tke-Recprds of Empire, . ihall not blufh 
To think I plotted with a knayUh PrieU, 
The Scandal of his venerable Function, 
And Mark of the God's Vengeance, to betray 
A Prince my Enemy ; as if being confeious 
Of letter, Worth, and of unequal Courage, 
I durft not fairly drive with him for Greatnefi. 
Let the abhorr'd and impious Treachery 
Obfcurely die unknown to future Ages ; 
Or if our&hame muft be deliver'd down, 
By all the Kingly Hopes that fire my Soul, 
It fliallnot pais without a Brand of Pttnifliment. 
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9UREN. > ' iKj 

*Tis wondrous well! Young Man, you king it rarely ! 

Fou mean to be renown'd for early Juftice, 

And fnark your ostentatious Love of Virtue, 

Bv'n in their Bloods who lift you up to Power : 

Perhaps we too ourfelf muft be arraign'd 

Before yoiir puny Bar, and feel your Ax ; 

'Twill be a noble Subjedl for your Praifc, 

And yield much Matter to declaiming Flatterers* 
A R T A B A N. 
You, Madam, are my Mother; Nature blinds me* ' 

And bids me fee no Faults in her that bore me 5 

Thofe other Slaves that dare— - 

May be immortal, 
For ought that thou canft do to caufe their Fate. 
Is not 3iy Power the Creature of my Favor, 
Which in precarious wife on me depending, 
Exifts by my Concurrence to its Being ? 
Miftaken Youth ! whofe giddy Brain Ambition > 

Has, like the Fume of drunken Vapors, turn'd ; 
Think'ft thou that I, whofe Soul was form'd for Sway, 
Would lay the golden Reins of Empire down 2 
Or truft 'em to the Guidance of a Boy, 
Who fhall difpofe of me, or thoie that ferve me, 
According to the Di&ates of old Morals, 
His bearded Tutor gleans from muily Authors ? 
ARTABAN. 
Nay then, 'tis time I mould exert myfelf; 
And tho* you gave me Birth, yet from the Gods 
(Who made my Father be as he was, Royal, 
And (tampt the Mark of Greatnefs on my Sou)) 
I claim my Right to Empire : may I fall 
Vile and forgotten, if I ever own 
Any fuperior Being but thofe Gods. 

Thou tav'ft, and haft forgot me. 
ART A BAN. 

No, \o\iixt 
My Mother, and a Woman, foriu'd to obt^ \ 
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On that Conditibn ajl the gex's Privileges 
At* founded; :! the creating Hand ha^uux'd 
Softnefs and -Beauty in your (Tompofitioo, 
To charm and bend the Mind of Man> imp alien* 
Of the ignoble Fleafure j you were made for 
The Weakneft and Neceffities of Nature : 
111 are your feeble Souls for Grea,tnefs Anted? 
Defire of Government is monftrous in you. 
^U £ E N. 
Thou mighty Goddeffl, Nature ! doil thou hear 
This Rebel Son ? This infolent Upbraidef , 
Still fondly nurs'd in my indulgent Bofom ? 
To build whofe future Greatnefs to the Skies, 
My anxious Soul has labor'd more than when 
I felt a Mother's Sorrow for his Birth : 
Ungrateful Boy ! 

Know, Fool ! that vaunt*ft thyfelf upon thy Manhood, 
The gieateft He that rougher Kind e'er had* 
Mutt nave confefs'd Woman's fuperior Wit, 
And own'd our Sex's jufl: Prerogative. 
Did ndt a Mother's Fondnefs plead hard for thee, 
,Thy Head mould pay the Forfeit of thy Infolence ; 
For know, young King, that I am Fate in Perjta v 
And Life and Death depend upon my Pttafure. 
JRTAQAN. 
The World would be well governed, motxH the Golds 
Depute their Providence to Women's Cafe* 
And truft them with the Fate of Kings and Empires. 
^U E E N. 
Yet thou art fafe. Away, nor tempt me fimher. 
The Patience ev'n of Gods themfelves has Limits, 
Tho' they with long Forbearance view Man's FoHy : 
Yet if thou rfill perfift to dare my Power, 
Like them I may be urg'd toloofe my Vengeance, . 
And tho' thou wert my Creature, ftrike thee dead. 
. MIRZJ. 
'Befeech you, Sir, retire ; the Queen your Mother, 
Labors with wifeft Farefight for your Good, 
And is Inccns'd to fee you thwart that Purpofe. 

MRTA- 
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What is th&Qoftd of Qreataefs, Jriit diePower * ; , 
Madam, I feavc ;Vou ; lay #wn innate Virtue '* 

Arms me agai^yourkag^ ^ojoft audi impotent : 
Wait bvt^fe^-eftt Suwis fliy Sdul divines, 
And you will owiLyoar iittje juggliag Arts 
Have only ferv'd, to obftru# a while my Glory, 
And fkrcea 4i js elder Brother from, my Conqueft. 

. [Exeunt Artaban ant Cleantheti 

Some envious Pow'r aboy*> feme hoftik Dm*»t ■ 
Works underhand agflinft. .fly llrocger Genius, 
And coupt*Km3a$f ** e w ^ n domeftic Jars. 
Malicious Chance ! I Whcp all abroad was Safe, : % 
To flart an unfcen Danger from myfclfi 
Mirza, didft not thou mark the haughty Boy ? 
With wKat aiming PrioNt he own'dhii daring, 
And claim'd Superiority^ Power? 
Oh can I live and bjear .to be contreU'd # . / : 
To fhare the Pleafpe of frpwac Command • , i 
With him or any one? €)hj4rumifa ! 
Didfl thou difdain Subjection to a Huiband, 
The proudeft Tide <rf » that Tyrant Man, >.,. c 

And canft thou yield t' a. Boy, a Son, by Nature 
And grateful Duty to Obedience bound ? 

<.....— .— M J. M&Jt ~— >- 

> Madam, let me intreat you, by the Gods, 
To calm your juft Refentmeats : Meddling fortune, 
(Whofe Malice labors to perplex the Wife) 
If not prevented, will unravel all 
Thofe finer Arts, which we with Care have wove* 
The Prince led on by this pernicious Honor, 
May fet the Prisoners free ; think, if that happen, 
To what a Shock of Fate we Hand expos'd. 

..^UEE.N* 
. 'Tis' true;, this^foohih Honour ruins all. 
Ridiculous Notion I as if «$el WnttJreft 
Were not the firft and noblefl: Law of Nature. 
Say then> wife Lord, and ltt*h»y ready Wit, , 
StHl prefent to itfelf, avert this Blow* 
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MIRZJ. 
One Method, tho' ungentle, yet remains 
To remedy the Fears this 111 produces; 
Thi* laftant let a Guard confine the Prince, 
Ere he can gain the Means t'effetY that MUchkf 
He medidates againft himfelf and us : 
To-morrow, early as the Morning dawns, 
The Prisoners all (hall die ; that bnce diipaCcVd, 
^This raging Fit of Honor will relax, 
And give him Leirure to consider cooly 
JFh'Advantage of his Fortune. • 
QU M.E-N. 
••«: You have Reafon ; 
And Uiq' I fear his haughty Temper wi& 
But badly brook Confinement, he muft learn 
To bear it as he can ; perhaps 'twill bend him, 
And naajye his Youth mere pliant to my Will. 

Your Orders cannot be4ttpatc.h'd too foon, 
Each Minute of the flying Hours is precious. 
^U 3 E M 
The Eunuch Bagcaj, let him attend us, 
He lhall receive Inftru&iohs on the Inftant. 

[Exeunt the Queen and Wl\T7.*fe<vera71j< 



; St. EN E IL 
. Mi r z a*s Palace. 

Enter Clegk* in a Man's Habit, nuitkadark Lanthorn* 
\ ■ ' Buliza /bl!o<toing. 

C LE O N E. 
Y E gentle Powers, who view our Cares with Pity, 
Lend your Companion to : the poor Amiftris. l 
Oh my Bilixa! was not thy Soul wounded, 
To hear (when now we palt by her Apartment) ji 

.. • -.- - - .The 
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The piercing Accents of her loud Complainings ? 
By Haav'n, my aking Heart bleeds for her Sufferings. 
B E L I Z A. 
'Tis fare ihe feels the bittereft Pangs of Woe ; 
And were not all my Thoughts to you devoted, 
Her Grief would deeply fink into my Soul. 
Why will you tempt alone ten Thoufand Dangers '. 
Your Father's and the furious Queen's Refeiitmem < i 
The cruel Guards, and all thofe fatal Accidents, 
Which in the Horror of this dreadful Night 
Might make the Hefolution of a Man ? 
C L E O N E. 
Pr'jfhee no more ; thou know'ft I am refolv'd, 
And all thy kind Advice is urg^d in vain ; 
Thy fond miftaking Fears prefent the Danger 
More dreadful than it is : This Mafter-key 
Admits me thro' that PafTage.to the Temple, 
By which .the Guards, who feiz'd th* unhappy Prince 
This Morning, enter'd 3 that of all the reft 
Is only left unguarded, and from thence, 
Aflifted by the friendly Veil of Night, 
We may condud him thro' my Father's Palace 
In Safety to the Street ; there undiftinguiuYd 
-Amongfl the bufy difcontented Crowd, 
That warm in murmuring Heaps, he may retire ; 
Nor fhall my Father or the Queen e'er know 
The pious Fraud my Love was guilty o£ 
B E L I Z A. 

Yet ftill I fear 

C L E O N E. 
No more, retire and leave me ; 
My drooping Heart fits lighter than it's wqnt, 
And cheerfully prefages good Succefs. 
B E L I Z A* 
Where fhall I wait you ? 

C L E O N E. 

At my own Apartment. 
B E L I Z A. 
The mighty Gods protect vou. 
Vol. I. E' CLEO^S.. 
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C L E N E. 

Softly: Retire. 

[Exit Feliza* 
What Noife was that ? — The Creature of my Fears. 
In vain, fond Maid, wouldft thou belye thy Sex, 
Thy coward Soul confeffes thee a Woman, 
A foolifh, rafh, fond Woman. Where am I going ? 
'To fave my Godlike Hero. Oh my Heart ! 
It pants and trembles ! fure 'tis Joy, not Fear : 
The Thought has giv'n me Courage ; I fhall fave him, 
That darling of my Eyes. What if I fail ? 
Then Death is in my reach, and ends my Sorrows. 

[Shewing a Dagger, 
Why doll thou (hake, my Hand ; and fear to grafp 
This Inftrument of Fate ? If I fucceed, 
'Yet Artaxerxes will not live for me ; 
And my Defpair will want thy friendly Aid. 
Death every way (huts up my gloomy Profpeft. 
If then there be that Lethe and Elyjium, 
Which Priefts and Poets tell, to that dirk Stream 
My Soul, of life impatient, fhall make hafte. 
One healing Draught my Quiet fhall reftorc, 
And Love forgotten ne'er difturb jne more. 

[Exit Cleone, 



SCENE III, 

4 Night-Scene of the Temple of the Sun. 

Enter Artaxerxes WMemnon, 

ART AXERXES. 
STILL 'tis in vain ! this idle Rage is vain; 
And yet, my fwelling Pafiions will have way, 
And rend my lab'ring fireaft till they find vent. 
Was it for this, ye cruel Gods, you made me . 
Gitut like yourfelves, and as a King, to be 
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~¥our facred Image ? Was it but for this ? 
To be cut down, and mangled by vile Hands, 
like the falfe Objedl of miitaken Worfhip ? ' 
Why rather was I not a peafant Slave, 
Bred from my Birth a Drudge to your Creation* 
And to my deftin'd Load inur'd betimes ? 
MEMNOW. 
The Malice of our Fate were not complear, 
Had we not been by jufl degrees to Happinefs 
Rais'd, only to be plungM the deeper down 
In an Abyfs of Woes, Early Succefs 
Met and attended all my youthful Wars ; 
And when I ruftYd amidft the dreadful Battle, 
The weaker -Genii of our Afean Monarchs 
Shrunk from the Force of a fuperior Fate ; 
O'er-match'd they fell, and by my Sword were fwept. 
like common Beings from the glorious Field. 
Then was the Day of joyous Triumph, then, : 

My Soul was lifted high, ev'n to the Stars. 

But now- What am I now ? O damn'd Reverfe of 

Fortune ! 
Now, when my Age would be indulg'd in Eafe, 
And Joy m Pieafure of my former Fame, 
Now I am curs'd ; held at a Villain's Mercy, 
My Foes Derifion, and the Scorn of Cowards. 
A R 7AXERXES* 

Oh Torture of my Soul ! damn'd racking Thought J 
Am not I too referv'd for fervile Vaffalage ? 
To be the Subject of a Boy's Command ? 
A Boy by Nature fet beneath my Sway, 
And born to be my Slave ! Shall he triumph, 
And hid me live or die ? Shall he difpofe 
His beardlefs Vifage to a fcornful Smile, 
And tell ine that his Pieafure is my Fate ? 
No; my difdainful Soul fhall iiruggle out, 
And ftart at once from its difhonor'd Manfion. 
MEMNON. 

Oh Royal Thought! Nor fhall they keep backDeath> 
Altho' its common Means be not in reach. 

E 2 «wS8l 
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Shall my old Soldier's Outfide rough and hardy, 
Scarr'd e'er with many an honorable Mark, 
Be cag'd for public Scorn ? Shall a Dog tell me, 
Thus didft thou once, and now thou art my Slave j 
My Foot lhall fpurn thee, tread upon thy Neck, 
And trample in the Duft thy Silver Hairs ? 
Shall I not rather choak, hold in my Breath, 
Orimear fome Wall or Pillar with my Brains ? 
ARTJXERXES. 
Rage, or fome God fhall fave us from Difhonor. 
Buti Oh my Father ! Can we take our Flight, 
Tho* to the Stars, and leave my Love behind ? 
Where is fhe now ? Where is my Queen, my Bride, 
.My Charmer, my Ameftris ? 

MEMNON 

Speak not of her. 
ARTAXERXES, 
Notfpeak? 

MEMNON. 
Nor think of her, if poffible. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Was fhe not fnatchM, torn from my helplefs Arms, 
Whilft every God look'd on, and faw the Wrong, 
Heard her loud Cries, which vainly ftrove to rouze 
Their How and ready Vengeance ? Was fhe not 
Forc'd from my panting Bofom (yet I live) 
Ev'n on our Bridal Day ? Then, when our Flames 
Were kindly join'd, and made but one Defire ? 
Then, when fhe figh'd and gaz'd, and blufh'd andfigh'd ? 
When every T,ouch, when tvery Joy grew fiercer, 
And thofe that were behind were more than mortal? 

Tolofeherthen! Oh! 

And yet you bid me think of her no more. 
MEMNON. 
I do ; for the bare Mention turns my Brain, 
And even now I border upon Madnefs; 
So dreadful is the very Apprelienjlon 
Of what may be. 

ARTJX- 
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~ ART A XERXES. 

Can we make Thought go back ? 
Will it not turn again, cleave to our Breads, 
And urge Remembrance till it fting us home ? 
Ha I Now the ghaftly Scene is fet before me ; 
And a? thou faidft it runs me to Diftra&ion : 
Behold her Beauties, form'd for Kings to ferve, 
Held vile, and treated like an abject Slave ! 
Hetplefs araidft her cruel Foes me Hands, 
Infultittg Artemifa mocks her Tears, 
And bids her call the Gods and me in vain. 
MEMNON. 
Would that were all. 

ARTAXERXES. 
. Ha ! Whither wouldft thou drive me ? 
MEMNON. 
Did you like me consider that Dog Mtrza, 
Early to Hell devoted, and the Furies, 
Bonv nurs'd, and bred a Villain, you would fear 
The worft EffecTs his Malice could exprefs 
On Virtue which he hates , when in his Power. 
ARTAXERXES. 
What is the worft ? 

MEMNON. 
What my old faltring Tongue 
Trembles to utter ; goatifh Luft and Rape. 
ARTAXERXES. 
Ha ! Rape ! if there are Gods, it is impoffiMe. 

MEMNON. 
Oh I dreadful Image for.a Father's Thought ! 
To have his only Child, her Sex's Boaft, 
The Joy of Sight, and Comfort of his Age, 
Dragg'd by a Villain Slave, his ruthlefs Hand 
Wound in her Hair, to fome remote dark Cell* 
A Scene for Horror fit, there to he blotted 
By his foul Luft, till Appetite be gorg'd. 
Let me grow favage nrft, let this old Hand 
That oft has blefs'd her, in her Blood be drench'd ; 
Let me behold her dead, dead at my Foot, 
To /pare a Father's greater Shame -atASottwu 

E3 ART AX- 
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ARTAXERXES. 
A Father ! What's a Father's Plague to mine I 
A Hufband and a Lover \ If it can be, 
If there is fuch a hoarded Curfc in Store, 
Transfix me now, ye Gods ; now let your Thunder 
Fall on my Head, and (hike me to the Centre, 
Left if I ihould furvive my ruin'd Honor 
And injur'd Love, I Ihould ev'n curfe your Godheads,. 
Run banning and blafpheming thro' the World, 
And with my Execrations fright your Worlhippers 
From kneeling at your Altars. 

Enter Cleone with a dark L ant born and Key*. 

C L E O N E. 
This Way the echoing Accents feem to come : 
Sure 'tis the wretched Prince ! Oh can you hear him,, 
And yet refufe to lend your Aid, ye Gods ? 
JRTAXERXES. 
This Gloom of horrid Night fuite well my foul* 
Love, Sorrow, con fcious Worth, and Indignation, 
Stir mad Confufion in my lab'ring Breaft 
And I am all o'er Chaos. 

C I E O N E. 
Is this, alas ! 
The State of Artaxerxes, Perjta's Heir ? 
Not one poor Lamp to chear the difmal Shade 
O f this huge holy Dungeon ! Slaves, Murderers*. 
Villains that Crofles wait for, are not us'd thus : 
\\\ fhew myfelf. 

[She turns the Light ; and comes tevvardt 
* Artaxerxes and Memnou. 

MEMNON. 
Ha ! whence this Gleam of Light I 
JRTAXERXES. 
Fate is at hand, let's hafte to bid it welcome, 
It brings an End of Wretchednefs. 
CLEONE. 

Speak lower ; 
Jam a Friend ; long live Prince Artaxerxes. 
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ARTAXERXE $. 
What Wretch art thou, thathail'ft me with aCurfe I 
Come from that Cioud that muffle* up thy Face, 
And if thou iaft a Dagger, fhew it boldly : 
We wifh to die. 

C L E O N E. 
Think better of my Errand 5 
I bring you Bleffings, Liberty, and Life, 
And come the Minifter of happier Fate. 

[Turns the Light on her/elf. 
Now down, my Blood, down to my trembling Heart, 
Nor fparkle in my Vifage to betray me. lAfidt* 

ARTAXERXES. 
-Ha ! as Hive, a Boy ! a blufhing Boy ! 
Thou wert not fbrm'd fore for a Murderer's Office ; 
Speak then, and tell me what and whence thou art. 
CLE ONE. 
Oh feek not to unveil a trivial Secret, 
Which known, imports you not. I am a Yoirtf* 
Abandon'd to Misfortunes from my Birth, 
And never knew one Caufe to Joy in Life* . 
But this that puts it in my Power to fave 
A Prince like Art oxer xts. Afk no more, 
But follow thro' the Mazes that I tread, 
Until you find your Safety. 

: ARTAXE RXE S. 

Thus forbidding, 
Thou giv'ft me caufe t' enquire : Are then the Guards, 
That when the Day went down, with ftri&eft Watch 
Obferv'd the Temple Gates, remov'd or fled ? 
C L E O N E. 
They arc not, but with Numbers reinfore'd 
Keep every Pafiage ; only one remains 
Thro' Mirza's Palace, open to your Flight. 
MEMNON. 
Ha ! Mirza / there's Damnation in his Name, 
Ruin, Deceit, and Treachery attend it ; 
Can Life, can Liberty, or Safety come 
From him ? or ought that has an Intereil in him ? 

E 4. ''taitagc* 
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Rather, fufpeft this feigning Boy his Inflrument, 
To plunge us deeper yet, if poffible, 
In Mifery ; perhaps tome happy Accident, 
As yet to us unknown, preferves us from 
The utmoft Malice of his Hate while here^ 
This fets his wicked Wit at work to draw us 
Forth from this holy Place : Much better be 
The Pris'ners of the Gods, than wear his Fetters* 

C L E O N E. 
Unfortunate Sufpicion ! What mall I fay 
To urge 'em to be fafe, and yet preferve 
My wretched felf unknown ? \Afi&* 

" JRTAXERXES. 

Surely that Face 
Was not defign'd to hide diflembled Malice : 
Say, Youth, art thou of Mtrza* sHoufe (asfurethousrali* 
If thou pretend'ft to lead us that Way forth) 
And canil thou be a friend to Artaxerxes, 
Whom that fell Dog, that Minifterof Devils, 
With moft opprobrious Injuries has loaded ? 
C L E O N E. 
Tho' I am his, yet fure I never ihar'd 
HisHate*— -Shall I confefs and own my Shame ? 
Oh Heavens !-r~ LAfide* 

MEMNON. > 

Mark, th* unready Traitor ftammers ; 
Half-bred and of the mungrel Strain of Mifchief, 
He has not Art enough to hide the Cheat, 
His deep-defigning Lord had better plotted y 
Away ! thinks he fo poorly of our Wit, 
To gull us with a Novice ? If our Fate 
Ha's giv*n us up, and mark'd us for Deflru&ion, 
Tell him, we are refolv'd to meet it here. 
CL E O N E. 
Yet hear me, Prince, finceyou fdpe&me fent 
By Mkea, to enfnare you, know I ferve 

(Oh Gods! t^whatamlreduc'd!) [AJtdc] his 

Daughter: 

Some 
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Some God companionate of your Woes has flirrM 
A Wornan'^ Pity in her fofter Breaft; 
And 'tis froia Ker I come to give yoa Liberty. 
I beg you to believe me. [She weeps* 

ARTAXERXES. 
See, he weeps I 
MEMNON. 
The waking Tears flood ready for Command, 
And now they How to varnifti the falfe Tale. 
ARTAXERXES. 
His Daughter! iay'il thou? I have feen the Maid, 
Doft thou ferve her? And could we fend thee to me? 
'Tis an unlikely Riddle. 

M E 1% N O N. 

Perhaps 'tis meant, 
That She who mares his poifonous Blood, fhaii (hare 
The Pleafure of his Vengeance, and inure 
The Woman's Hands and Eyes to Death and MifchiefV 
But thou her Inftrument, be gone, and fay, 
The Fate of Princes is not Sport for Girls. 
C L E N E. 
Some envious Power Wails, my pious Purpofe, 
And nought but Death remains: O that by that 
I might perfuade him to believe and truftme; 
And fly that Fate which with the Morning waits him!" 
\ [A/Me. 

I grieve, my Lord, to find your hard Sufpicion 
Debars me from preferring your dear Life, 
(Which not your own Ameftris withes more)* 
To-morrow's Dawn (Oh! let me yet prevail) 
The cruel Queen refplves (hall be your laft. 
Oh fly! let me conjure you, fave yourfelf. 
May that moft awful God that here is worfhipp'd 
Deprive me of his chearful Beams, for ever, 
Make me the wretched'ft Thing he fees while living* 
And after Death the loweft of the Damn'd* 
tf I have any Thought but for your Safety. 
ARTAXERXES. 
No, I have found the Malice of thy Miftrefs ; 
Since I refus'd her Love when fhe was proferr'd 
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By her ambitious Father for my Bride, 

And on a worthier Choice beftow'd my Hearty 

She vows Revenge on nte for flighted Beauty. 

C L E O N E. 
- My Lord, you do her moft unmanly Wrong, 
She owns the Merit of the fair Ameftris, 
Nor ever durft imagine fhe deferv'd you. 
Oh ! fpare that Thought, nor blot her Virgin Fame r 
In Silence Hill fhe wonder'd at your Virtues, 
Blefs'd you, nor at her own ill Fate repin'd ; ' 
This wounds her moft, that you fufpecV unkindly 
Th' officious Piety that would have fav'd you. 
Carelefs of an offended Father's Rage, . 
For you alone concern'd, fhe charg'd me guide you 
When midnight Sleep had clos'd obfervbg Eyes, 
Safe thro' her Father's Palace with this Key — 
And if I met with any that durft bar 
Your PafTage forth, fhe bid me greet him thus — — 

[Stabs berfelf. 
ARTAXERXES. [catching her as Jhe fall .)] 
What haft thou done, rafh Boy ? 
CLE ONE. 

Giv'n you the laft, 
And only Proof remain'd, that could convince you 
I held your Life much dearer than my own. 
M E M A r O N. ^ 

Horrid Amazement chills my freezing Veins ! 

C L E O N E. 
Let me conjure you with my lateft Breath, 
Make Hafte to feize the Means that may preferve you ; 
This Key, amidft the Tumult of this Night, 

[ Giving the Key* 
Will open you a Way through Mirza's Palace. 
May every God affift and guard your Flight : 
And oh! when all your Hopes of Love and Glory 
Are crown'd with juftSuccefs, will you be good, 
And think with Pity on the loft Cleone? 
A RT A XERXES. 
Ten thoufand difmal Fancies crowd my Thoughts.- 
Oh ! is it.pcffible thou canft be She, 
Thcu moil unhappy Fair-one I 
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C Z. E O N E. 

Spare my Shame r 
Nor call the Blood that flows to give me Peace; > 
Back to my dying Cheeks. Can you forget 
Who was my Father? And remember only 
How much I wifh'd I had deferv'd your Friendfhipf 
Nay, let my Tongue grow bold, and fay, your Love I 
But 'twas not in* my Fate. 

ARTAXERXES. 

What fhall Hay, 
To witnefs how my grateful Heart is tooch'd ? 
But, Oh ! why woul'dft thou give this fatal Inftance? 
Why haft thou ftain'd me with thy Virgin Blood t 
I rwear, fweet Saint, for thee I could forgive 
The Malice of thy Father, tho"he feeks 
My Life arid Crown; thy Goodnefs might atone 
Ev'n for a Nation's Sins; look up, and live, 
And thou fhalt (till be near me as my Heart. 
C L E O N E. 

Oh charming Sounds ! that gently lull my Soul 
To everlafting Reft; I fwear 'tis more, 
More Joy to die thus blefs'd, than to have livM 
A Monarch's Bride; may every Blefling wait you ; 
In War and Peace, ftill may you be the greateft, 
The Favorite of the Gods, and Joy of Men— - 
I faint — Oh ! let me lean upon your Arm — [She dies* 
ARTAXERXES. 

Hold up the Light, my Father : Ha! fhe fwoonsl 
The Iron-hand of Death is on her Beauties, 
And fee, like Lillies nipp'd with Froft, they languiftw 
MEMNO N. 

My tough old Soldier's Heart melts at the Sight, 
And an unwonted Pity moves my Breaft; 
Ill-fated Maid ! too good for that damn'd Race, 
From which thou drew'ft thy Being ! Sure the Gods r 
Angry a while, will be at length appeas'd 
With this egregious Vi&im : let us tempt 'em 
Now while they feem to fmile. 

E6 ART AX- 
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ARTJXERXES. 

A Beam of Hope 
Strikes thro' my Soul, like the firft infant Light 
T^hat glanc'd upon the Chaos;, if we reach 
The open City, Fate may be ours ?gain : 
But Oh ! whate'er Succefs or Happinefs 
Attend. my X*ife, flill fair unhappy Maid, 
Still fhali thy Memory be my Grief and Honor* 
On one fix'dDay in each returning Year, 
Cyprefs and Myrtle for thy Sake I'll wear, 
Ev'n my Jmefiris thy hard Tate lhall mourn, 
And with frefhRofes crown thy Virgin Urn y 
Till in Elyfium blefs'd, thy gentle Shade 
Shall VNXL my Yowi of Sorrow juftly paid. 

[E*mu 
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I C T V. . S C E N E JL 

M i R z a 9 s Palace. 

rMuzA f Macas, and Attendants > *witb Lights* 

MIRZA. 

HOT You o'er-ratc the Danger. 
MAGAS. 

If Ida, 
err in the Extremes, fince you efteem it 
luch too lightly ; think you then 'tis nothing* 
i horrid Jar of Tumult and Confufion ? 
ds white with Years, and vers'd in long Experience*, 
> yet remember all the different Change* 
tiling Age produces, cannot call 
Vfind one Inftance dreadful as this Night : 
rnal Difcord, hideous to behold, 
gs like its evil Genius o'er the City, 
fends a Snake to every vulgar Breafh 

II feveral Quarters the mad Rabble fwarm, 

i'd with the Inftruments of hafty Rage, 

in confus'd difbrderly Array 
t formidable march : their differing Clamors, 
ether join'd, compofe one deaf'ning Sound; 
i ! Arm ! they cry, Religion is no more, 

Gods are flighted, whom if we revenge not, 
•, Peftilence, and Famine will enfue, 
, univerfal Ruin fwallow all. 

MIRZA. 

Crew of mean unthinking heartlefs Slaves, 
h Eafe ftirrM up to Mutiny, and quell'd 
h the feme Eale, with like Expreffions fhew 

Thei* 
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Their Joy or Anger, both are Noife and Tumult r 
And fhll, when Holidays make Labor ceafe, 
They meet and fhout: do thefe deferve our Fears? 
MA GAS. 

Moft certainly they may ; if we consider 
Each Circumftance of Peril that concurs; 
Tigranesy with the reft that fcap'd the Temple, 
Are mix'd amongft this Herd, and urge the Wrongs 
Which, with the Gods, their Prince and Memnon fuffefc- 
M I R Z A. 

Nor need we fear ev'n that, fare in the Aid 
And Number of our Friends, who treble tfieirs: 
For this mad Rout that hum and fwarm together^ 
For want of fomewhat to employ their Folly, 
Indulge 'em in their Fancy for Religion. \ 
Thou and thy holy Brotherhood of Priefts, 
Shall in Proceffion bear the facred Fire, 
And all our golden Gods; let their Friends judgs 
If ftill they look not kindly as of old : 
'Tis a molt apt Amufement for a Crowd, 
They'll gaze and gather round the gaudy Show,. 
And quite forget the Thoughts of Mutiny. 
A Guard (hall wait you. 

MA GAS. 

Why go not you too with us ? 
They hold your Wifdom in moil high Regard/ 
And will be greatly fway'd by your Perfuafion ; 
Th' Occafion is well worth your Care and Prefence. 
M I R Z A. 

Oh! you'll not need my Aid : Befides, my Friend r 
My Hours this Night are deflin'd to a Tafk 
Of more Import, than are the Fates of Millions 
Such groveling Souls as theirs. As yet the Secret 
Is immature, not worth your prefent Knowledge : 
To-morrow that and all my Bread is yours. 
I mull not, dare not truft him with my Weaknefs, 
Twill mark me for his Scorn ; 'tis yet fame Wifdom, 
If we muft needs be Fools,, to hide our Folly. 
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MAG AS. 
He means the Pris'ners Death; let him engrofs 
The Peopled Hate, monopolize Damnation, 
I will be fafely ignorant of Mifchief. [AJide* 

Hereafter when yoor Wifiiom fhail think fit 
To ihare thofe Thoughts, and traft 'em with your Friend, 
I fhall be pleas'd to know; this inftant Hour, 
My Cares are all employ'd on my own Province, 
Which haftes me hence. 

M I R Z A. 

May all your Gods affift you. 



SCENE II. 

An Apartment in M i r z a 's Palace,. 

Enter Amestris.. 

AM E ST R IS. 
WILL ye not hear, ye ever-gracious Gods ? J 
(Since fure you do not joy in our Misfortunes, 
But only try the- Strength of our frail Virtue) 
Are not my Sorrows full ? Can ought be added ? 
My Royal Lord, and Father! Yet dear Names 
In which my all of Happinefs was fumm'd, 
What have the Minifters of Fate done with you? 
Are you not dead? Too fure! That's paft a Doubt: 
OMemnon ! Oh my Prince ! My Father ! Oh my Hulband f 

Enter M i r z a. 

MIRZA, 
Such Juno was (except alone thofe Tears) 
When, upon Ida y % Top, fhe charm'd the God, 
That long had been a Stranger fo her Bed ; 
Made him forget the Bufmefs of the World, 
And lay afide his Providence, t'employ 
The whole Divinity upon her Beauty. 

hxsM 
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And Aire 'twas worth the white ; had I been Joviy 
So had I too been pleas'd to be deceived 
Into immortal Joys. O ceafe thy Tears ! , ■ ■ ■ 
AMESTRIS. 
Give 'em me back, or if the Grave and thou: 
Keftore to none, Oh join my Fate to theirs ! 
Shut us together in fome iilent Vault, 
Where I may fit and weep till Death's kind Hand 
Shall lay me gently by my Lord's dear Side, 
And hufh my Sorrows in eternal Slumber. 
M I R Z A. 
In Pity to your Form aflwage thofe Tears ; 
Sorrow is Beauty's Bane ; nor let your Break 
Harbor a Fear : I wage not Ayar with Fair-ones ; 
Bnt wiih you would efface thofe ugly Thoughts, 
That, live in your Remembrance to perplex you;. 
Let Joy, the Native of your Soul, return*. 
And Love's gay God fit fmiling in your Eyes,, 
As erft he did ; I wifh you wondrous well, 
And would fo fully recompence the Lofs 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the Gains, 
Yourfelf fhould own your Fortunes are well chang'oV] 
AMESTRIS. 
Oh impious Comforter ! talk'ft thou of Joy,. 
When Nature dictates only Death and Horror ? 
Is there a God can break the Laws of Fate, 
And give me back the precious Lives- Tvelofl? 
What nam'ft thou Recompence ? Can ought atone 
For Blood ? A Father's and a Huiband's Blood ? 
Such Comfort brings the hungry midnight Wolfi 
When having flain the Shepherd, fmear'd with Gore, 
He leaps amidft the helplefs bleating Flock. 
M I R Z A. 
Away with this Perverfenefs of thy Sex, 
Thefe foolilh Tears, thefe peevifh Sighs and Sobbings* 
Lookup, be gay, and chear me with thy Beauties, 
And to thy Wifti I will indulge thy Fancy. 
Not all th' imagin'd Splendor of the Gods 
Shall match thy Pomp, fublimely fhalt thou ffline, 

The 
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The Boaff and Glory of our Afian World ; 
Nor fhall one She of all thy tow'ring Sex 
Out-rival thee (thou lovely Fair) in Power. 
Oh think on Power, on Power and Place fupreme. 
AMESTRIS. 

There h but one, one only Thing, to think on* 
My murder 5 d Lord, and his dark gaping Grave, 
That waits unclos'd impatient of my coming. 
MIRZA. 

Oh liften, gentle Maid, while I impart 
A Story of fuch Softners to thy Ear, 
As (like the Halcyon brooding o'er the Waves) 
May with, its Influence hum <hy ftormy Griefs. 
AMESTRIS. 

Be gone ; and if thou bear'ft one Thought of Pity 
In that hard Bread, Oh leave me to* myfelf, 
Nor by thy Prefence, hideous to my Soul, 
And horrid Confolationr , flrive to add 
To my full of Woes, that fwell'd without thy Help,, 
Already rife and bubble o'er the Margin. 
MIR Z A. 

What if I talked of Love? 

AMESTRIS, 

Of Love? OhMonftert 
MIRZA. 

If Love be monflrous, fo is this fair Frame, 
This beauteous World, this Canopy, the Sky; 
That fparkling mines with Gems of Light innumerable; 
And fo art thou and I, fince Love made all ; 
Who kindly reconcil'd the jarring Atoms 
In friendly Leeague, and bid 'em be a World* 
Frame not thy lovely Mouth then to blafpheme 
Thy great Creator ; thou art his, and made for 
His more peculiar Service ; thy bright Eyes, 
Thy moid red Lip, thy riling fnowy Bofom* 
Thy every Part was made to furniffi Joy, 
Ev'n to a riotous Excefs of Happinefs : 
Oh give me but to tafte thy blisful Charms^ 
And take my Wealth, my Honor> Pow'r ; take all* 
All, all far Recompence. 

^MESTRI** 
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Let me conjure you, {pare my Virgin Honor ; 
Spare to commit a Wrong to you unprofitable, 
Yet worfe to me than Torments. Racks, and Death : 
Kill me, the lad of my unhappy Race, 
And let old Mem mom's Name with me be loft. 
If Death be not enough , let me live wretched ; 
Pull off thefe Robes, and clothe me" like a Slave,* 
Then fend me out to labor at fome Village; 
Where I may groan beneath a cruel Mafter, 
Be hardly us'd, and want «'en Food and Raiment : 
Till Cold, and Dirt, and Poverty, mail change 
And make me loathfome as my Fellow-wretches., 
Oh ! let my Rags claim this one Privilege,. 
To wrap me in the Grave a fpotlefs Maid. 
M1RZA. 

That Tongue which plead* makes all intreating vain ; 
Thy every Motion, each complaining Accents 
Warms me afrefh, and urges new Defire ; 
Thou art, thou muft be mine -> nor Heaven, nor Earthy 
Nor the confpiring Power of Hell mail fave thee ; 
I long to fofemy Age in thy Embraces > 
To bafk and wanton in thy warmer Sun^ 
Till a new Youth moot thro* me.- 

AMESTRlSf. 

Chafte Diana, 
And thou the Guardian of the Marriage-Bed, 

[Getting loafefrom Btm 
Thou Royal Juno, Oh protect thy Votary I 
MIRZAi 

My j aded Age and weak enervate Limbs . - 
Falter and fhrink, unequal to their Office. 
Ipr'ythee yield; come, yield and be a Queen; 

[Laying hold on her again* 
Yield, and be any thing. I cannot bear 
Thefe fierce convulfive Starts, this raging Flame 
That drinks my blood. 

AMESTRIS. 

Oh never, never, never, 
A Caufe like this will turn me to a Fighter, 
fa my M Gafp, to Death I m\\ itM." 
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MIRZA. 
My coward Strength, doft thou go back from Beauty f 
Rouze, and deferve the Pleafore thou wouidft tafte. 
AMESTRIS. 
' Unmanly Traitor ! feize him, all ye Fiends. 
[In the Struggle Jbe draws bit own Ponyard, andjiabs hints 
MIRZA, [falling.] 
Damnation ! Oh my Heart ! the curfed Steel 
Has (truck me to the Earth. 

AMESTRIS. 

There fink for ever * 9 
Nor rife again to plague the wretched world. 

MIRZA. . 
- My heated Blood ebbs out, and now too late 
My cooler Reafon bids rae curfe my Folly. 
Oh Idiot, Idiot ! to be caught fo poorly ! 
Where are thy fine Arts now ? Unravel'd all, 
MangPd and cut to Pieces by a Girl ! 
Oh Shame of Wifdom ! When Revenge was fure r 
And Fate was in my Grafp, to lofe it all, 
Negledt the noble Game, run out my Years 
On the Purfuit of joys I could not tafte ! 
My Memory muft be the Jeft of Boys. 
AMESTRIS. 
My boafted Courage finks at Sight of Blood. 

{Letting fall the Ponyard, 
iff with Horror. 
(Mirza attempting to rife, falls again, 
MIRZA. 
It wo' not be! Life gufhes out amain, 
And I fliall die without Revenge or Aid : « 
What Noife is that without there ? Help! 

[Trampling without* 
AMESTRIS. 
Oh Heavens ! 
What will become of me ? 

Enter 
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Enur Orchanes haftily. 

• ORC HANE S. 

My Lord ! Where are you ? 
!Bleeding! and on the Ground I What wretched Accident? 
Then Fate refolves to make this Night compleat* 
Such as fucceeding Horrors ne'er fhall match. 
MIRZA. 
Oh my Orchanes ! I am falPn vilely, 
And this laft Part of Life will fully all 
The Wifdom and Renown of what is paft. 
Methought thou talk'ft of Horrors, fpeak 'em boldly, 
And try if aught caji add to this Confuiion. 
ORCHANES. 
Prepare, my Lord, and fummon all your Wifdom, 

Tour utmoft Conftancy of Soul to hear . 

MIRZA 
No more ? I cannot wait thy Preparation, 
Let the ill Fortune take me as it finds me. 
ORCHANES. 
Then hear it thus ; your Daughter's dead — — 
MIRZA. 

My Daughter! 
Thy Words have met with an unguarded Side, 
And pierce ev'n thro' my Soul. Say, How ? Wheref 

Tell me! 

OR.C HANES, 
Aa with a Guard I kept the Temple-Gates, 
I heard old Memnon and the Pris'ner Prince 
Loud as the roaring Ocean in a Storm, 
Ecchoing their Rage thro' the vaft founding Dome $ 
When on a fudden, ere the Night had gainM 
Four Hours at raoft, the Noife was hufh'd in Silence. 
Wond'ring, and curious of the Caufe, I enter'd, 
And found (Oh Grief to Sight !) your lovely Daughter 
Drefs'd like a Boy, then warm, and newly dead. 
One Wound was on her Breaft. Why lhe was there, 
Or how, we know not ; to compleat the 111, 
The Pris'ners both are fled. 

MIRZA- 
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MIRZA. 

Fled ! 'tis impoflible. 
Ha ! which Way ? whither ? how ? they could not fly. 
AMESTRIS. 
O wond'rous Turn of Joy ! Are they not dead then ? 

[AftJe. 
ORC HANES. 
They could not 'fcape the Guards ; no other Pafiag* 
Remain'd but yours, and even that was faft. 
Upon the Jnftant 1 befet each Avenue 
Which to your Palace leads ; happily as yet 
They are not pafs'd from thence. 

AMESTRIS. . 

Guard 'em, ye Gods ! 

[Jfidu 
MIRZA. 

Find 'em again, Orcbanes, ere I die, 
Or I am more than doubly damn'd ; this Lofs 
Js worfe than mine, worfe than my Daughter's Death* 
'Tis Death of my Revenge. Malicious Fortune ! 
.She took the Moment when my Wifdom nodded, 
Apd ruin'd me at once. O doating Fool ! 
Thou Fool of Love, and of pernicious Woman ! v 
I ficken ; Nature fails me : Oh Revenge ! 
Will not" thy Cordial keep back flying Life ? 
It (hall ; Orxbaues, drag that Traitrefs to me. 
JMESTRIS. 

Oh if thou art a Man, I charge thee loofe me. 
And (corn his Bidding; fcDrn to be his Slave, 
A Devil's Drudge ia Mifchief. Save me from Death, 
Have Pity on my Youth, Oh {pare my Youth ! 

[Orchanes pulls Ameftris down to Mirza. 
MIRZA. 

Hearken not to her, drag her, pull her down : 
Shall Memnon boaft of thee, while I die childlefs ? 
No, to C hone's Ghoft thou art a Vidlim. 

could I but have feen thee with thofe Eyes 

1 view thee now, I had been wife and fafe ; 

That Face mall make no more Fools in this World. 
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Down ; bear thy fatal Beauties down to Hell, 
.And try if thou can ft charm araongft the Dead. 
Die, Witch ; Enchantrefs, die. [He Jiabs her* 

AMESTR1S. 

Ah! Mercy, Heavens! 
MIRZA. 
I thank thee, Hand, at leaf* for this laft Service* 
Now fly, Orcbanesy halte and tell the Queen, 
My lateft Breath flays for her.— —.Something I would 

[Exit Orchanes. 

Important to her Service. 1 breathe ftiort, 

Life ftays in Pain, and ftruggles to be gone ; 
I ftrive in vain to hold it— Ha ! what mean 
Thefe fleeting Shades that dance before my Sight ? 
*Tis Death, I feel it plain; the dreadful Change 

That Nature ftarts at. Death I Death ! — What; is 

Death? 
'Tis a vaft Dilquifition ; Priefts and Scholars 
Enquire whole Ages, and are yet in doubt. 
My Head turns round — I cannot form one Thought 

That pleafes me about it. Dying— muft refolve me. 

[Mirzz dies* 
AMESTRIS. 
Ob my hard Fortune ! muft I die ? die now, 
When Artaxerxes calls and bids me live ? 
His dear lov'd Image ftays my parting Soul, 
And makes it linger in its ruin'd Houfe. 
Ha ! fure he's dead —'tis fo, and now he Hands 

[Looking on Mirza# 
Arraign'd before the dread impartial Judges, 
To anfwer to a long Account of Crimes ; 
Had I but Strength, perhaps my Fate may yet \Rifing* 
Find out a Way to lave me. 
My Love and Father make Life worth my Care, 
Alas ! ay Blood flows faft ; this Way, I think. 

[Goes off faintly* 

Em 
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£ntgr at the other fide Artaxerxes and Memnon, 
with a Sivord and Dark-Lan thorn. 

MEMNON. 
Ha ! here are Lights ; hold up thy Weapon, Son. 

ARTAXE RXE S. 
And fee, Blood and a Body on, the Floor ! 
-What means this Scene of Death ? What Wretch art 
thou? 
Ohallyejufter Powers ! 'tis Mirxa ; fee, 
He feems now dead. 

.- M E M N O N. 

Damnation then is new to him i 
And if there be one deeper Pit of Sulphur, 
One Plague above the reit in thofe dark Regions, 
He, as the moft abandon'd Dog, may claim it, 
An4 *ie for Preference with Devils themfelves, 

Re-enter A me stris, 

AMESTRIS. 
The Doors are guarded, Fate has clos'd me round* 

ARTAXE RXE S. 
Ha ! art thou my Amefiris ? 

MEMNON. 

Oh my Daughter! 

\Tkey run to hefi+ 
AMESTRIS. 
Are ye then come at laft to blefs my Jlyes 9 
Which could not clofe without one parting View ? 
O hold me, or I fink— . 

MEMNON. 

Alas ! my Chil d - 

* ARTAXE RXE S. 
My cruel Fears ! Why art thou pale and faint? 
lid, whence this Blood ? Oh killing Spectacle ! 
AMESTRIS. 
Forth from my Heart the crimfon River flows; 
My laviih Heart, that hailily confumes 
Vol. I. F Vx 
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Its fmall Remain of Life : Oh lay me gently 
On my laft Bed the Earth, whofe cold* hard Bofpnv 
Mufl fhortlybe the Place of my long Re#i 
MEM NO N. 
What have we done ? or, Oh ! if we have finn'd, 
What has thy. Innocence done to mejitthis ? 
AMESTRIS. 

That Villain Mirza ~» 

M.EMNON. 

Ha! Say, what of him? 
J;M*E S-r R IS. 
OfFer'd moil brutal Outrage to my Honor. 

ART J XERXES. 
G$i ye eternal Rulers of the. World, 
Could you look on unmov'd ? But fayj inftrufl me* 
That L may bow before the God that fav'd thee. 
AMESTRIS. 
Sure 'twas fome charter Pow'r that made me bold, 
And taught my trembling Hand to find the Way 
Y&Tth his own Ponyard to the Villain's Heart. 
MB M N O N. 
Thou art my Daughter ftill ! Ol* noble A&ion! 
That gives in Death aft interval of Joy .- 
J ME SrTRIS. 
Juft in that Hour of Fate a Villain entered, 
By whofe Affiftance the revengeful Mirza 
Porc'd me to ihare Death with him. 

ARTAXERXE S. 

'Tis paft, 'tis pad; [Lying down* 
And allthofeFires that lighted up my Soul, 
Glory and bright Ambition languiffrnow, 
And leave me dark and gloomy as the Grave. 
Oh thou foft dying Sweetnefs ! —^= — (hall I rage 
And curfe myfelf ? Cnrfe ev'n the Gpch ? — Oh no ; 
I am the Slave of Fate, and bow beneath^ 
The Load that prefles me ; am funk to Ear fti, ' 
And ne'er fhall rife again: here wilH fit 
And gaze till I am nothing, 

-- . A MBS TR MSi 
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AM EST R IS. 

Alas ! my Lord, 
Faia would I ftrive to bid you not be fad, 
Fain would I chear your Grief* but 'tis in vain : 
I know by my own Heart itis impoffible ; 
For we have lov'd too well. ^)h mournful Nuptials ! 
Are thefe the Toys of Brides ; Indeed 'tis hard, 
'Tis^very hard to part ; I cannot leave you ; 
The agonizing Thought diftra&s me ; hold me, 
Oh hold me fall, . Death (hall not tear me from you* 
ARTAXE RXES, 
O could my Anns fence thee from Deftmy, 
The Gods might launch their* Thunder oh my Head* 
Plague me with Woe* treble to What I feel : 
With Joy I would endure irall to fave thee. 
What ihall J fay ? What fhall I do to fave thee ? 
Grief makes my Frame, it melts my very Temper ; 
My manly Conftancy and Royal Courage 
Run gufhing thro' my Eyes : Oh my Ameftris ! 
A M E S T R I S. 
And fee my Father ! his white Beard is wet 
With the fad Dew. 

MEMNON. 
I try 'd to man my Heart, 
But could not ftend the Buffet of this Tempeft. , 

It -tear* me -up— — My Child! Ha! art thou dying f 
A M E S r R I S. 
Indeed- I'm very fick-: Oh.holdmeup? 
2My Pain increafes, and a cold damp Dew 
Hangs on -my Face. Is there no Help? no Eafe? 
Have I your Arm, my Love ? 

ARTAXERXES. 

Thou haft; my Hearty 
Dofl thou yet hold ? 

AM'E STRJS. 

Say, will you not forget me, 
WJien I am laid to moulder in my Tomb ? 
5 Tis fure you will not, ftill there will be Room 
For my Remembrance in your noble Heart \ 

F 2 * Wawa* 
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-I know you lov'd me truly. Now I faint. 
Oh, (hieid me, fhield me from that ugly Phantom, 
The Cave of Death ! How dark and deep it is ! 

\ tremble at the Sight 'tis hideous Horror ! 

The Gloom grows o'er me Let me not lie there. 

[ Ameftris <#*/♦ 
JRTJXERXES. 

There Life gave way, and the 1 aft rofy Breath 
Went in that Sigh. Death, like a brutal Viclor, 
Already enter'd, with rude Hafle defaces 
The lovely Frame he'as mafter'd ; fee how foon 
Thefe ftarry Eyes have loft their Light and Luftre ! 
Stay, let me clofe their Lids. Now for the left ; 
Old Memmon J Ha ! Grief has transfix'd Jiis Brain, 
And he perceives me not !— Now what of thee ? 
Think'ft thou to live, thou Wretch ? Think not of any 

: Thing ; - 

Thought is Damnation, 'tis the Plague of Dcvib 
To think on what they are. And fee, this Weapon 
Shall fhield me from it, plunge irue in Forgetfulnefs, 
pre the dite Scorpion, Thought, canrouze toftingme, 
Lend me thy Boiom, my cold Bride : 111 Fortune 

[Lying by her. 
Has done its worft, and we mall part no more ; 
Wait for me, gentle Spirit, fince the Stars 
Together muft receive us. [Stabs him/elf.] Ohwellaim'dl 
How foolifh is the Coward's Fear of Death ! 

Qf Death, the greateft fureft Way to Peace. 

[ Artaxerxes dies. 
(Memnonj?^W/ looking on the Bodies fomt 
Time> and then /peaks. 
M E M N O N. 

Yet will I gaze ! Yet, tho' my Eyes grow ftiff, 
And turn to Steel or Marble. Here's a Sight 
To blefs a Father ! Thefe, thefe' were your Gifts, 
Ye bounteous Gods ! You'll fpare my Thanks for then). 
You gave me Being too, and fpun me out 
To hoary. Wretchednefs : away, 'twas Cruelty : 
Oh curfed, curfed, curfed fourfcore Years, 
Ye Heap of Hills, ye monfccowVttsof Plague 
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Sure they lov'd well, the very Streams of Blood, 
That flow from their pale Bofoms, meet and mingle. 
Stay, let me view 'em better — Nay, 'tis thus — — 
If thou art like thy Mother — She dy'd too— 
Where is me ?— Ha ! that Dog, that Villain Mirza, 
He bears her from me : Shall we not purfue ?— - 
The Whirl of Battle comes acrofs me, fly ; * 
Be gone ; they (hall not, dare not brave me thus;' 
Hey, 'tis a glorious Sound ! Rufh on, my Prince, 
We'll ftart and reach the Goal of Fate at once. 

[Runs of. 

Enter , on the other. Side, Qjr e e n, and Attendant \ 
<with Lights, 

^U E E N. 
Why am I fummon'd with this Call of Death t 
This i$ no common Ruin ; Artaxtrxes / 
And Memnon's Daughter! Mirza, thou art fallen 
In pompous Slaughter : Could not all thy Arts, 
That doPd about Definition to our Enemies, 
Guard thy own Life from Fate ? Vain Boail of Wifdom, 
That with fan taftic Pride, like Bufy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houfcs, which at once 
The Hand of Chance o'erturns,-and loofely fcatters \ 
i ATTENDANT. 
Oh difmal Sight ! [Looking. 

- QUEEN. 

What is it frights thy Eyes ?• 
i ATTENDANT 
Old Memnon's Body. 

QUEEN. 

'Tis a grateful Horror* 
I ATTEND A NT. 
Upon the Floor the batter'd Carcafe lies 
Weltring in Gore, whilft on the Marble Wall 
A dreadful Mafs of Brains, grey Hair, and Blood* 
Is fmear'd in hideous Mixture. 

QUEEN. 

Fierce "Dt^vt jm 

Has forc x d a Way for the impetuous $ou\. **■ 
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IT'xs well, he is in Peace— What means this Tumult ? 

[Shout, clajbing of Savor du 

Enter an Officer y his Sword drawn. 

OFFICER. 
Fly, Madam, left your Perfon be not fafe j 
The Traitor Bagoas, to whofe Charge you trufted 
The Prince your Son, has drawn the Guaj^ls to join him> 
A nd now aflifted by the furious Rabble, 
On every Side they charge tliQfe few who keep 
This Palace and the Temple, with loud Outcries,, 
Proclaiming that they mean to free the Pris'ners. 
Or chants, ere I fled to give you Notice, 
Fell by the Prince's hand ; the raging Torrent 
Bore down our weak Refiftanoe, and purfuing 
With furious Hafte* ev'n trod upon my .-Flight.: 
This Inftant brings 'em here. 

^U E E N. 

Let ?em dome o* x 
I cannot fear j this Storm is rais'd too late, 
,1 itend fecure of ajl I wiih already. 

[Shut and clajbing of Sword* again,. 

Inter A a t a ban* C^,?anthi s» md jfttendants,, 
their Swords drawn 

ARTABAN* 
Then Virtue is in vain, fiuce bafe Deceit 
And TreAcheiy &«ve triumphed o'er the Mighty* 
Oh Nature ! £t mejunnmy ljye* away, 
Left I am blafted by a Mother's Sigtt. 



&UEEN. 
U Do it 
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Ungrateful Rebel-! iDoirhy impious Arms 
Purfue me for my .too indulgent "rondnjefs 
And Care foj?d&«ei 

ART J BAN. 
% ' x . ■ . Well has that Care been fhewn j; 

Have you not foully ftain'dmy facred Fame I 
Lookon that Scene of BJood ; the dire Effects 
Of cruel Female Arjte, But oh v?fot Recompence ? 
What can you givfcmfr£<tf ttvymuj^&l^fc* 
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Has not the Labyrinth of your fatal Counfels 
Involv'd my fair, my lovely, loft 'Cleone ? 
By our bright Gods I fivear, I will afTert 
The Majefty of manly Government, 
Nor wear again your Chains : Still as our Mother 
Be honored ; rule amongft your Maids and Eunuchs, 
Nor mingle in our State, where mad Confufl n 
Shakes the* whole Frame, to boaft a Wdmaa's Cunning* 
^U E E N. 

Thou talk'ft as if thy infant Hand could grafp, 
Guide, and command the Fortune of the World ; 
But thou art young in PowV. _ Remember, Boy, 
Thy Father, once the Hero of his Age, » 

Was proud to be the Subjett of my Sway ; 
The Warrior to the Woman's Wit gave way, 
And found it was his Intereft to obey. 
And doft thou hope to fhake off my Command ? 
Doft thou, the Creature of my forming Hand ? 
.When I afTert the Pow'r thou darft invade, 
Like Heaven I will refolve to be obey'd, 
And rule or ruin that which once I made. 

[Exeunt Queen and. Attendants^ 
ART A BAN. 

Let a Guard wait the Queen : Tho' Nature plead 
For Reverence to her Perfon, jealous Power 
Muft watch her fubtle and ambitious Wit. 
Haft thou fecur'd the impious Prieft, C leant be s ? 
Mag As y that Wretch that proftitutes our Gods t 
CLE ANTHES. 

Already he has met the Fate he merited ; 
This Night the Hypocrite in grand Procelfion 
March'd thro the City to appeafe the People, 
And bore the Gods along to aid his Purpofe : 
When, on afudden, like a Hurricane, 
That ftarts at once, and ruffles all the Oce.ap, 
Some Fury more than mortal feiz'd the Crowd ; 
At once they runVd, at once they cry'd Revenge ; 
Then fnatch'd and tore the trembling Prieft to Pieces. 
What was mo ft fh-anpe. no Injury ma oSsx^ 

F 4 . %* 
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To any of the Brotherhood befick, 
But all their Rage was ended in his Death : 
Like formal Jultice that feverely ftrikes, 
And in an In ft ant is ferene and calm. 
JRTJBJN, 
Oh .my Cleantbes, do but call thy Thoughts 
Back on' the recent Story of this Night ; 
And thou with me wilt wonder, . and confefs 
The Gods are great and juft, Weil have you marked*. 
Celeftial Powers, your righteous Deteftation 
Of Sacrilege, of hafe and bloody Treachery.. 
May this Example guide my future Sway : 
Let Honour, Truth and Juftice crown my Reign, 
$te'er let my Kingly Word be given in vain, 
But ever facred with my Foes remain. 
On thefe Foundations mall my Empire ftand, ... 
The Gods mall vindicate my juft Command, 
And guard that Power they uufted to my Hand. 

-....- [Exttittt cmna 
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E P I L O G U E. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 

THE Spleen and Vapors, and this dpleful Play t 
Have mortify* d me to that Height to Day, 
That I am almoft-in the mortal Mind 
To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 
Know then, fence Irefolve in Peace to patt % 
I mean to leave to one alone my Heart : 
fLaft Favours will admit of no Partage, 
/ bar all Sh&ring, but upon the Stage J 
To one who can with one alone be blrft, 
The peaceful Monarch of a Jingle Breaft : 

To one -, But oh! how hard 'twill be to fend 

That Phoenix in your fickle (hanging Kind ! 

New Loves, new Inter efts, and Religions new. 

Still your fantaftic Appetites purfue, 

Tourfeckly Fancies loath what you poffefs, 

And every reftlefs Fool would change his Place. 

Some weary of their Peace and Quiet grown, 

Want to be hoifted up aloft, and Jbewn ; 

Whilftfrom the envy 1 d Height, the Wife getfafely down. 

We. fend your wavering Temper to our Coft, 

Since all our Pains and Care to plcfe is loft. 

Mufec in vain fupports with friendly Aid 

Her Sifter Poetry* s declining Head: 

Show but a Mimic Ape, or French Buffoon, 

Tou to the' other Houfe in Shoals are gone, 

And leave us here to tune our Crowds alone. 

Muft Shakefpear, Fletcher and laborious Ben 

Be left for Scaramouch aud Harlequin ? 

Allow your are unconftant, yet 'tisftrange y 

For Senfeis-ftill the fame, and ne'er can change: 

Yet ev f n in that you vary as the reft, 

And every Day new Notions are prof eft. 

F 5 No* 
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Nay there's a * Wit has found, as I am told, 
New Ways to Heaven* defparing of the old : 
He /wars he'll fpoil the Clerk and Sexton 9 s Trader 
Bells jhall no more be rung, nor Graves be madei 
The Hearfe and Jtx no longer be in Fajhion, 
Since all the Faithful may exfeB Tranjlathu. 
What think you of the Projefi ? Pm for trying ;; 
r 11 lay. afide thefe fooUjh thoughts of dying ; . - 
Prefers e my Youth and Vigor for the Stage,. 
And be iranflated in a good old Age. 

•Afgill. 
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To the Right Honourable 

W I L L I A M, 

Lord Marquis of Hartingtok, 
(Now Duke of Devonshire.) 

My LORD, 

EVERY Body is now fo full of Bufii 
nefs, that Things of this Kind, which 
^re generally taken for the Entertainment of 
leifure Hours only, look* like Impertinence 
and Interruption. I- am fure it is.aReafoa 
why I ought to beg- Your Lordlhip's Pardon, 
for troubling. You with- this Tragedy: Not 
but that Pcetry has always been, and will 
ftill be the Entertainment of all wife Men, 
that have any Delicacy in their Knowledge : 
Yet at fo critical a Junfture as this is, I 
inuft confefs I think Your Lordlhip ought 

to 



The Epi/ile Dedicatory. 
to give entirely into thofe Public Affair^* 
which at this Time feem to Demand you. 
It is that happy Turn which Your Lordfhip 
has to Bufinefs, that right ttoderftanding of 
your Country's Intereft, and that conftant 
<Zeal to ptrrfue it, that juft Thinking, that 
ftrong and perfuafive Elocution, that firm 
and generous Refoliitipn, which upon all Oc- 
cafions You have fhewn in Parliaments ; and 
to add, that which is the crowning good 
Quality, Your Lordfhip's continual Adhe- 
rence and unfhaken Loyalty to His preferit 
Majefty, which make You at this- Time fa 
neceflary to the Public. ! muft'confefs, (tho* 
there is no Part in Your Lordftiip's Charac- 
ter, but what the World fhould be fond of) 
1 cannot help Diftinguifhing the laft Inftance 
very particularly : It is doing (methinks) 
fuch a Juftice to Goodnefs, to Greatnef^ 
and to Right Reafon, that Pofterity will be* 
lieve there could be no Man of good Senfe, 
but what muft have agreed with your Lord* 
fliip in it. When the next Age fhall Read 
the Hiftory of this, What Excufe can they 
make for thofe who did not Admire a Prince 

whofe 
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w&ofe Life has been a Series of good Office* 
done to Matokmd ? When they flraU reckon 
up his Labours from the Battle of Stneff^ to 
fbme Glorious A&ionywhich fliall be his 
Laft, {and which I therefore Tiope is very 
far removed from the Prefent Time) will 
they ever believe that he could have been 
too well belov'd, or too faithfully ferv'd and 
defended 2 The great Things which he did 
before we had that immediate Intereft in. 
him, which we now happily have, are a no- 
ble and juft Subjedt for Panegyric; but as 
Benefits done to others, can never touch us 
fo fenfibly as thofe we receive ourfelves, tho* 
the Adtions may be equally great ; fo, me- 
thinks, I can hardly have Patience to run 
back to his having fov'd his' own Country, 
when I confider he has fince done the fame 
for Us ; Let that be fufficient to us, for all 
we can fay of him, or do for Him. What 
Dangers and Difficulties has he not ftruggled 
through, for the Honor and Safety of thefe 
Kingdoms ? *Tis a common Praife, and what 
every one fpeaks, to fay, He has continually . 
expos'd his Life for his People - r but there 
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arc fome Things more particular in his Cha-i 
rafter, fomc Things rarely found amongft 
the Policies of Princes ; a Zeal for Religion, 
moderated by Reafon, without the Rage and 
Fire of Perfecution ; a charitable G?ompaffion 
for thofe who cannot be convinc'd, and an 
unalterable Perfeverance in thofe Principles 
of whofe Truth he is fatisfied^ a Defire of 
War for the fake of Pe^ce ; and of Peace 
for the Good and Honor of his Subje<3$ 
.equally with his own - 7 a pious Care for com* 
,pofing Fa&ions, tho' tofoment them migh-f 
make him Arbitrary - T and a generous Ambk 
tion that only aims at Power, to. enable him 
to do Good to all. the reft of the World. I 
might add here, that Inviolable -and Religious 
Obfervance of, his Royal Word, which 'the 
beft part of the Powers of Europe have (q 
frequently and fo happily, for themfelve% 
. depended upon in the greateft Emergencies. 
But as this Virtue is generally reckoned as i\q 
more than that common Honefty, which the 
meaneft Man would blufh to be without, fa 
it. can hardly claim a Place amongft the mpre 
particular Excellencies of a Great Prince. Jjc 

were 
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were to be wifli'd, indeed, that the World 
were honeft to fuch a Degree, and that there 
were not that fcandalous Defeft of common 
Morality. Certainly nothing can be more 
fliocking to Humanity, to the Peace and 
Qrder of the World ; nothing can approach 
nearer to that favage State of Nature, in 
which every Man is to eat his Fellow if he 
can mailer turn, than an avow'd Liberty of 
breaking thro*, all the moft folemn Engage- 
ments of public Faith. 'Tis fomething that 
brands a Man with an Infamy, which nothing 
can extenuate or wipe put; he may proteft 
and pretend to explain his Meaning, but the 
World has generally too much Indignation 
for the Affront, to bear it at that eafy Rate, 

,Minifters and Secretaries of State may dif- 
play their own Parts in Memorials, with as 

jnuch Pomp and Flourifh. as they pleafe : I 

. fancy the common Anfwer upon fuch Occa- 
fions will always be, You have deceiv'd us 

. grofly, and we neither can nor will truft you 
any more. When this Vice comes amongft 
Men of the firft Rank, it is the more fhock- 
ing, and I could wifli there were none fucK> 
lq whofe Charge it might be laid. 
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Some 'People (who do me a very great 
Honor rn it) have fancy'dthat in the Perfon 
t)f Tamerlane I have, alluded to the greateft 
Charaftertof'the prefent Age. I ddnYknow, 
whether I ougjht not to apprehend a great 
deal of Danger from avowing a Defign like 
that. It may be a Tafk indeed worthy the 
greatefft "Genius, which this, or any other 
Time has ^produc'd. But therefore I ought 
not to ftand the Shpck of a Parallel, left it 
fhould be feen, to my Difadvaritage, how 
far the Hero has tranfceridedthe Poefs Thought. 
There are many Features, 'tis true, in that 
great Man's Life* not unlike his Majefty i 
His Courage, his Piety, his Moderation,, 
his Juftite, and his Fatherly Love of his 
People 5 but above all, his Hate of Tyrahhy 
aftd'Oppreflion, and his zealous "Care for thfr 
'common Good of Mankind, carry a large 
HefemblaftCe of Him : Several Incidents are 
alike in their Stories-, and there wants no- 
thing to his Majefty but fuch a deciding 
Vidtory, as that by which Tamerlane gave 
Peace to the World. That is yet to come-, 
; but I hope we may teafotvably expert ttfroitv 
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the Unanimity of the prcfent Parliament, 
and fo formidable a Force as that Unanimity- 
will give Life and ^jgor to. 

If Your Lordfhip can find any Thing in 
this Poem like a Prince, -who is fo juftly the 
Objedt of Your Lordfliip's, and indeed o£ 
the World's Veneration, I perfuade myfelf 
it will prevail with You to forgive every 
thing elfe that You find amife. You will 
excufe the Faults in W/iting, for the Good- 
nefs of the Intention. I hope too, Your 
Lordfhip will not bs difpleas'd, that I take 
this Opportunity of renewing the Honor 
which I formerly had, to be known to Your 
Lordfhip* and which gives me at once the 
Pleafure of ^xpreflmg thdfe Juft and Dutiful 
Sentiments I have for his Majefty, and that 
itrong Inclination which I have always had 
4q be thought, 

My LORD* 
Tour Lqrd-ship V mofi obedient 

v humble Servant* 



o<t, , \ 
Bhod. > 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Betterton 1 , 



OF all the Mufes various Labours, none 
Have lafted longer ', or have higher flown,* 
Whan thofe that tell the Fame hy ancient Heroes wbn< 
With Pleafure Rome, and great Auguftus heard 
Arms and the Man fung by the Mantuan Bard m y 
In fpite of Time, the /acred Story liver, 
And Caelar and his Empire ft ill furvivef. 
Like him, (tho* much unequal to his Flame) 
Our Author makes a pious Prince his Theme* 
High with the foremnft Names in Arms he flood \ 
Had fought, and fuffer* d for his Country's Good, 
Xct fought not Fame, but Peace, . in Fields of Bhod* 
Safe under him his happy People fate, 
And grieved at Diftance for their Neighbour's Fate*- 
Whilft with Succefs a T urkifh Monarch crowtfd, 
Like fpreading Flame deform' d the Nations rounds 

- With Sword and Fire he fore* d his impious Way, 
ToLawlefs Pow'r, and Univerfal Sway : 
Some abj 'eel States for Fear the Tyrant join ; . 
Others for Gold their Liberties refign, 
And venal Princes fold their Right Divine* 
Till Heav'n, the growing Evil to redrefs, 
Sent Tamerlane to give the World a Peace, 
The Hero rouz'd afferts the glorious Caufe, 
And to the Field the chearful Soldier draws ■•:> 
Around in Crowds his Valiant Leaders wait, 
Anxious for Glory, and fecure of Fate ; 
Weil pleased, once more to venture on his Side, 
u4xa 1 J>ro<ve that Faith again which hadfo oft been try*d* 

%6e peaceful Fathers, voho in Senates meet* 
•dpfirove an Enterprize fo Juft* fo Great \ 
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PROLOGUE. 

TFhile with their Prince's Arms, % their Voice thus join d, 
•Gains half the Prai/e of having farfd Mankind. 

Ev*n in a Circle, where, like this, the Fair, 
~ Were met % the bright AJ/'embly did declare 
Y*heir Houfe with one Confent were for the War. 
Each urg*d her Lover to unjheath his Sword, 
And newer fpare a Man who broke his Word. 
*Thus fir'd, the Brave on to the Danger prefs ; 
Their Arms were crown* d Abroad with juft Succefs, 
And bleft at Home with Jjeauty and with Peace. 
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Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonae. 



MEN, 

TAM ERL ANE. Mr. Betterton. 

Bajazet, Emperor of the Turks: Afr.Verbrbggen. 

Axalla, an Italian Prince, General J^ B « 

and Favorite of Tamerlane. \ Mr ' Ji00th - 

Monefes, a Grecian Prince, and a 7 Mtm " p _ ., 

Chrillian. j ^r. rowell. 

Stratocles, his Friend. Jkfr. Pack. 

Prince of Tanais 9 Kinfman and Ge- 7 ** n-n. r 

neral to Tamerlane. \ Mr > ***¥"&> 

Omar y a Tartar General. Mr. Freeman. 

Mir<van> 7 Parthian Generals to Ta- 7 Mr. Cory. " 
Zama, j merlane. J .Mr. Hufbands. 

/fe/y, -Favourite Eunuch to Bajazet. Mr. Baily. 
A Turkijb Dervife. Mr. Arnold, 



WOMEN. 

Arpafia, a Grecian Princefs. Mrs. Barry. 

Selima, Daughter of Bajazet. Mrs. Bracegirdk. 

Parthian and Tartar Soldiers. 
Mutes belonging to Bajazet. 
Other Attendants. 

SCENE, Tamerlane's Camp, near Angoria 
in Galatia. 
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AC T I. S G E N E I; 

Before Tamerlane'.* Tent* 

Enter the Prince a/Tanais, Z a m a, and 
Mi r v a n. 

Rriuce of TA.NAIS. 

HAIL to the Sim! from whofe Returning Light f 
The chearful Soldier's Arms new Lu&w take* 
To deck the Pomp of Battle; O my Friends ! 
Was ever fuch a glorious Face of War ? 
See, front this Height ! how all Galatia's Plains x 
With Nations numberlefs" are ♦cover'd o 7 er+ 
Who, like a Deluge, hide the Pace of Earth, 
And leave no ObjetYin the vaft Horizon, 
But glitt'jing Arms,' and Skies. 
ZAMA: 

Oar A/Sam Worlds 
From thisimportant Day ^xpecVa Lord ; 
This Day they hope an-Kud of all their Woes* 
Of Tyranny, of Bondage, and Opreffion, 
From our yiftoriou? Bmp'ror, Tamerlane. 
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MIRFJN. 
Well has our holy u47£<? mark'd him out 
Tthe Scourge of lawlefs Pride, and dire Ambition^ 
The great Avenger of the groaning World. 
Well has he worn the facred Caufe of Juftice 
Upon his profp'rous Sword : approving Heav'n 
Still crown'd the right -ous Warrior with Succefs; 
As if he faid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou molt like me of all my Works below, 
PRINCE. 
/y No Luft of Rule, the common Vice of Kings, 
TTo furious Zeal infpir'd by hdt-braitt'd Priefts, ' 
111 hid beneath Religion's fpecious Name, 
E'er drew his temp'rate Courage to the Field : 
But to redrefs an injur'd People's Wrongs, 
To fave the weak one from the ftrong Oppre/Tor, 
Is all his End of War; and when he draws 
The Sword to punifh, like relenting Heav'n, 
He feems unwilling to deface his Kind. 
M 1 R V A M. 
So rich his Soul in ev'ry virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him'great by Birth, 
Yet all the Brave had fought him for their Friend : 
The Chriftian Prince Axalla> nicely bred 
In poliih'd Arts of European Courts, 
For him forfakes his native Italy, 
And lives a happy Exile in his Service. 
PRINCE. 
Pleas'd with the gentle Manners, of that Princ£ f 
Our mighty Lord is lavifh to hisFriendfhipj 
Tho' Omar, and the Tartar Lords repine, 
And loudly tax their Monarch as too partial. 
Z A MJ. 
Ere the mid Hour of Nigh*, from Tent to Tent, 
Unweary'd, tliro' the num'rous Hoft he paft, 
Viewing with careful Eyes each fev'ral Quarter $ 
Whilft from his Looks, as from Divinity, 
The Soldiers, took Prefage, and cry'd, Lead on ; 
Great 4/ba, and our Emperor, Lead on, 
To Vi&ory, and mrlafting^&me. 
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PRINCE. 

Late in the Evening 
A SJave of near Attendance on his Perfon, 
'Scap'd to our Camp : from him we learn M the Tyrant, 
With Ra^e redoubled, for the Fight prepares; 
Some accidental Paflion fires his Breail, 
(Love, as 'tis thought, for a fair Grecian Captive) 
^nd adds new Horror to his native Fury : 
For five returning Suns, fcarce was he feei* 
By any the moft favorM of his Court! 
But in lafcivious Eafe among his Women, 
Liv'd from the War retir'd; Grelfe alone 
In fullen Mood fat meditating Plagues, 
And Ruin to the World, 'till Yefter Morn, 
Like Fire that lab'ring upwards rends the Earth, 
He burfV with Fury from his Tent, commanding . 
All fhould be ready for the Fight this Day, 

Z A MA. f > 

I know his Temper well, fince in his Court 
Companion of the brave AxalU's ErnbafTy, 
I oft obferv'd him, proud, impatient 
^ Of ought Superior, ev'n of Heav'n that made him ;> # 
Fond of falfe Giory, of the favage Pow'r 
Of ruling without Reafon, of confounding 
lull and Unjuft, by an unbounded Will; 
By whom Religion, Honor, all the lands 
That ought to hold the jarring Work) in Peace,* 
Were held the Tricks of State, Snares of wife Princes) 
To draw their eafy Neighbours to Deftru&ion. 
MIR FAN. 
Thrice,: by our Law and Prophet, has he fworn, 
By the World's Lord, and Maker, lading Peace 
With our great Mailer, and his Royal Friend 
Th© Grtcian Emperor; as oft regardlefs 
Of plighted Faith, with moil Un-kingly Bafenefs, 
H'has ta'en the Advantage of their abfent Arms, 
Without a War proclaimed, or Caufe pretended, 
To waile with Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields: 
Like fome aoctufed Fiend, who 'fcan'd (t»mMi 
Vol. L G ^ASfi!» 
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Poifons the balmy. Air thro* which he flies, 
He bla&s the bearded Corn, an$ loaded Branches, 
The lab'rjng Hind's beft Hopes, and marks his Way 
with Ruin. 

PRINCE. 
But fee ! his Fate, the mighty Tamerlane^ 
Comes like the Proxy of inquiring Heav'n, 
To Judge, and to Redrefs. [Flourijb of Trumpets* 

Enter Ta m e r la n e, Guards, and other Attendants. 
. TAMJS RLA NE. 
Yet, yet a little, and deftru&ive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Profpedl; 
Pafabut an Hour, which Hands betwixt the Lives 
Of Thoufands and Eternity, what Chang* 
Shall bafty Death make in yon glitt'ring Plain ? 
Oh thou fell Monfter, War ! that in a Moment 
Lay'ft watte the noblefl Part of the Creation, 
The Boaff and Matter-piece of the Great Maker, 
That wears in vain th' Jmpreffion of his Image, 
Unpriyileg'd from thee. 
Health to our Friends, and to our Arms Succefs, 

[7o the Prince j Zama, and Mirvan. 
Such as the Caufe, for which we fight, deferves. 
PRINCE. 
Nor can we aflt beyond what Heav'n beftows, 
Preventing ftill orir Wilhes. See, great Sir, ; 
The univer&l Joy your Soldiers wear, : 
Omen of profp'rous Battle. 
Impatient of the tedious Night, in Arms 
Watchful they ftood, expecting op'ning Day ; 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courier, 
That bounding paws the mouid'ring Soil, difdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
TAMERLANE. 
Yes, Prince, I mean to give a loofe to War: 
This Morn Axalla, with xny Parth'mn Horie, 
Arrives to join me; He, who like, a Storm 
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Swept with his flying Squadrons all the Plain 
Between dxgoria's Walls, and yon tall Mountains, 
That feem to reach the Clouds ; and now he comes 
Loaden with Spoil?, and Conqueft, to my Aid. 

[Flourijb of Trumpets* 
Z AM A. > ■ 

Thefe Trumpets fpeak his Prefence- 

Jinter Axalla with Soldiers. Moneses, Stratocles 
and . S eli ma, Prifonert. [Ax ALL a kneels to Ta* 

ME R LANE.] 

TAMERLANE. 
Welcome! thou worthy Partner of my Laurels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more facred 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By holy Friendfhip! 
Glory and Fame flood ftill for thy Arrival, » 

My Soul feem'd wanting in its better Half, 
And languifti'd /or thy Abfence, like a Prophet, 
That waits the Infpiration of his God 
AXALLA.. 
My Emperor ! My ever royal'Mafter ! 
To whom my fecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms t>f outward Worihip can exprefs ; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodneis, 
Who wears his every Hour of Life out for you? 
Yet 'tis his All, and what he has he offers; 
Nor now difdain t'accept the Gift he brings, 
This Earneit. of your Fortune. See, my Lord f 
, The nobleft Prize that ever grac'd my Arms ; 

Approach my Fair 

TAMERLANE. 

This is indeed to conquer* 
And well to be rewarded for thy Conqueft; . 
The Bloom of opening Flow'rs, unfully'd Beauty* 
Softnefs, and fweeteft Innocence ihe wears, 
And looks like Nature in the World's firft Spring j 
Bait fay, Axalla— 

S E L I M A. 

Molt renown' dmW ax, 

\Kneeling t»^«»tt\«A» 
G z \&$*» 
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Look with Companion on a captive Maid, 
Tho* bora of iioftile Blood ; nor let my Birth* 
Deriy'd from B*t**tt 9 prevent that Mercy, 
Which every Subject of your Fortune Ends ; 
War is th^ Province of ambitious Man, 
Who tears the miferable World fbr Empire; 
Whilft our weak Sex, incapable of Wrong, 
On either Side claims Privilege of Safety. 

TAMERLANE. [Raiftng her.] 

Rife, royal Maid, the Pride of haughty Pow'r 
Pays Homage, not receives it from the Fair; 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, 
And urges me unwillingly to Arms ; 
Yet* tho* our frowning Battles menace Death 
And mortal ConJKd*, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and Virtue as oar Foe. 
Here, till the Fate of Afia is decided, 
In Safety ffay. 'To-morrow is your own, 
Nor grieve for who may conquer, or who lofe ; 
fortune on either Side ihaJl wait thy Wifhes. 
S E L I M A. - 

Where fhall my Wonder and my Praife begin \ 
From the fuccefsful Labors of thy Arms? 
Or from a Theme more loft, ana full of Peace, 
Thy Mercy, and thy Gentknefe? Oh, Tamerlane! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Ufage 
But grateful Praife I So Beav'n itfelf is paid. 
Give Pealc, ye Powers above, Peace to Mankind $ 
JNfor fet v\f father wage unequal War, 
Againfi the Force of fuch united Virtues; . 
TAMERLANE. 

Heay*» hear thy pious Wife ! — But fince our Profpecl 
Looks darkly oa Futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, let thy Beauty's Safety 
Be my Axalla'% Care ; in whofe glad Eyes 
I read what Joy the pkaAng Service gives him. 
Is there amongft thy other Pris'ners ought [To Axalla. 
Worthy our knowledge? 

AXALLA. 
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A X A L LA. 

This brave Man, my Lord, 
^ * [PtixttMg £»Mone&$« 

With long Refinance Held the Combat doubtful : 
His Party, preA with Numbers, foan grew faint, 
And would have left their Charge an eafy Prey: 
Whilft be alone, undaunted at the Odds, 
Tho* hopelefs.to eft ape, fought well and firmly: 
Nor yielded, 'till o'ermatch'd by many Hands* ; 

He feesi'd to fhame our Conquefi, whilft he ow»'d it* 
TAMERLANE. 
Thou fpeak'ft him as a Soldier mould a Soldier , 
Juft to the Worth he finds. I would not war 

jT*Monefc&« 
With ought that wears thy virtuous Stamp of Greatneis : 
Thy Habit fpeaks thee Chriftian— — Nay, yet more, 
^My Soul feems pleas'd to take Acquaintance with thee, 
As if ally 'd to thine : Perhaps 'tis Sympathy 
Of Tioneft Minds.; like Strings wound up in Mufic, 
Where by one Touch, both utter the fame Harmony : 
Why art thou then a Friend to Ba}a%ett s 
Ana wiy my Enemy i 

M ONE S E S. 
If human Wifdom 
Could jjoint oat every Action of our Lives, 
And fay. Let it be thus, in fpite of Fate, 
Or partial Fortune, then I had not been 
TheWretchlam. 

TAMERLANE. 

The Brave meet every Accident 
With equal Minds: Think nobler of thy Foes, 
Than to account thy Chance in War an EviL 
M O N E S E S. 
Far, far from that; I rather hold it grievout 
That I was forc'd ev'n but to feem your Enemy; 
Nor think the Bafenefs of a vanquish 'd Slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious Life, 
Or ill-bought Freedom, when I fwear, by HeaVA* % 
Were I to choofefrom all Mankb& tlfaStes, 
JtJheuld be Tamerlane. 
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TAMERLANE. 
A noble Freedom 
.Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawning Sycophants, 
And claims a Privilege of being believ'd*. 
I take thy Praife as Earned of thy Friendship* 

M O N E S E S. 
- Still you prevent the Homage I mould offeiv 

Royal Sir ! let my Misfortunes plead, 
And wipe away the hoitile Mark I wore. 

1 was*, when not long firice my Fortune haiPd me r 
Blefs'd to my Wiflr, I was the Prince Monefes ; 
Born and bred «p to Greatnefs; witnefs the Blood, 
Which thro* faccefiive Heroes Veins aliy'd 

To our Greek Emperors, rolPd down to me, 
Feeds the bright Fame of Glory in my Heart, 
TAMERLANE. 

Ev'n that ! that Princely Tye fhould bind thee to me, 
J£ Virtue were not more than all Alliance. 
M O N E S E S. 

I have a Sifter (Oh fevere Remembrance!)* . 
Our noble Honfe's, nay, her Sex's Pride: 
Nor think my Tongue too Iavilh, if I fpeakher 
' Fair as the Fame Of Virtue, and yet chafte 
As its cold Precepts, wife beyond her Sex, 
And blooming Youth ; fort as forgiving Mercy, 
Yet greatly grave, and jealous for her Honor l 
Such as lhe was, to fay I barely, lov'd her, 
Is poor to my Soul's Meaning : From our Infancy 
There grew a mutual Tendernefs between us, 
Ti$ not long fince her Vows were kindly plighted 
To a young Lord, the Equal of her Birth. 
The happy Day was fix'd, and now approaching,. 
When iaithlefs Bajazet (upon whofc Honor, 
In folemn Treaty giv'n, the Greeks depended) 
With; fudden War broke in upon the Country, 
Secure of- Peace, and for Defence unready. 
TAMERLANE. 

Lpt Majefty no more be held Divine,. 
Since Kings* who, axe calVd Gods, totofofte Vtamfelves* 
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M O N E S E S. 
Among the Wretches whom that Dehige fwept 
Away to "Slavery, myfelf and Sifter, 
Then paffing near the Frontiers to the Court, 
(Which waited for her Nuptials) were furpriz'd, 
And made the Captives of the Tyrant's Power. 
Soon as we reach'a his Court, we found our Ufage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble; 
Twas then the Storm of your victorious Arms 
Look'd black, and feem'd to threaten, when he preft me 
(By oft repeating Inftances) to draw 
My Sword for him : But when he found my Soul 
Difdain'd his Purpofe, he more fiercely told me, 
That my Arpafia, my lov'd Sifter's Fate 
Depended on my Courage fhewn for him. 
I had long learnt to hold myfelf at nothing; 
But for her Sake, to ward the Blow from her, 
I bound my Service to the Man I hated. 
Six Days are paft, fince by the Sultan's Order 
1 left the Pledge of my Return behind, 
And went to guard this Princefs to. his Campr 
The reft the brave Alalia's Fortune tells you. 
TAMER V AN E. 
Wifely the Tyrant ftrove, to prop his Caufe 
By leaguing with thy Virtue: butjuft Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his Side, and left him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him; ' 

Forget the Name of Captive, and I wifh 
I could as well reftore that Fair One/s Freedom, 
Whofe Lots hangs heavy on thee : Yet ere Night > 
Perhaps we may deferve thy Friendfliip nobler; , 
Th' approaching Storm maycaft thy Shipwreck'd Wealth 
Back to thy Arms: 'Till that be paft, fince. War 
(Tho* in the jufteft Caufe) is ever doubtful, 
1 will not afk thy Sword to aid my Vi&ory, 
Left it fhould hurt that Hoftage of thy Valor 
Our common Foe detains. 

M Q N E S E S. 
Let Baja&tt 
Send to his Yoke repining Slaves \yy Ydra* 
G 4. 
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You, Sir, have ibund a nobler way to Empire* 
Lord of ihe willing World. 

TAMERLANE. 

Oh, my Axatta / 
Thoa haft a tender Soul, apt for Companion*, 
And art thyfelf a Lover and a Friend : 
Does not this Prince's Fortune move thy Temper t 
A X At LA. 
Yes, Sif, I mourn the brave Monefts* Fate ; 
The Merit of his, Virtue hardly match'd 
With difadvent'rous Chance : Yet, Prince, allow n*c* 
Allow me, from th' Experience of a Lover, 
To fa^ ; one Perfon, whom your Story mention'd, 
(If he furvive) is far beyond you wretched : 
You nam'd the Bridegroom of your beauteous Sifter* 
M O N E S E S. 
I did : Oh, moil accurlt ! 

4 X A L L A. 

Think what he feels, 
BaJVd in the Fiercenefs of hi* Expectation ; 
Then when* th* approaching Minute of Pofteffioil 
Had wound Imagination to the Height, 
Think if he lives !— . 

M N E $ E 8. 
He lives, he does ; 'tis true 
He lives ; but how ? To be a Dog, and dead; 
Were Paraifife to fuch a State as his : ' 
He holds down Life as Children do a Potion, 
With flrong Reluctance and eonvulfive Struggling** 
Whilft his Misfortunes prefs him to difgorge it. 

TAMERLANE* 
i. Snare the Remembrance ; 'tis an ufelefs Grief, 
And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring 
<Such Turns, a$Heav*nitfelf ^ouldfcarcehavepromis'd* 
Far, far beyond thy Wifl\: Let that Hope cheer thee. 
Halle, my Axalla to difpofe, with Safety, 
Thy beauteous Charge, and on the Foe revenge 
The Pain, which Abfeacc gives -, thy other Care, 
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Hon$r*nd Arms, now fummon thy Attendance ; 
Now do thy Office well, my Soul ; remember 
Thy Caufe ; the Caufe of Htav'nand injnrM Eartfc* 
O thou Supreme ! if thy Gseat Spirit warms . 
My growing Breaft, ma fires my Soul to Anns, 
Grant that my Sword, affitted by thy Pow** 
Thii Day may Peace and Happinds reflate. 
That War and lawlefs Rage may vex the World no 
more* 
[Ex$u*t Tamerlane, Mooefes, Stratocles, Primct of 
Tanais, Zanaa, Mirvan, and Atttndanu. 

Manent Axalla, and Selima^ 'with $M'?rs~ 

•JXJLLJ. 

Tie Battle calls, and bids me hafte to leave theey 
Oh, Stlima /-—But let Deftrnftioa wait : 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter ? 
This Moment mail be Love's, and I will wafte it - 
In foft Complainings* for thy Sighs and Coldnefs* 
For thy forgetful CoJdneis ; even at Bzrxa, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes ficft own'd th*c> 
Fairer than Light, the Joy of their beholding,. 
E^n the* thou wcxt not thus. 

S El IMA. 

Art net thou, changed fr 
Chriftian, AxaUa, act thonftill the fame-? 
Thofe were the gentle Hours of Peace*, ami tbtm 
The World's good Angel, that <Sdft kindly join 
its mighty Mailers m harmonious Friendfhip : 
But fince thofe Joys, that once wens onra» ice lot* j 
Forbear to mention 'em, and mlkjof War ; 
Talk of thy Conqneftand my Chains, Axalla* 
A X A h L A- 

Yet I will liiten* fair unkind Upbratd«r» 
Yet I will liften to thy charming Accents, 
Altho' .they make me cuxfe my Fame and Fortune? 1 
My Laurel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophki r 
For which the Valiant bleed— iOh ! thou unjuft one r 
Don; thou, then envy me this fatal! Return 
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My niggard Fate has made for all* the Mourningr,. 
For all the Pains, for all the fleeplefs Nights 
That cruel Abfence brings ? , .: ' 

$ E L I M-A. 

Away, Deceiver!? 
I will not hear thy Soothing : Is it thus 
That Chriftian Lovers prove the Faith they fwearr 
Are War and Slavery the foft Endearments 
With which they Court the Beauties they admire ? 
*Twas well my Heart was cautious of believing 
Thy Vows, and thy Protefting. Know, my Conqueror,, 
Thy Sword has vanquifh'd but the Half of SeJima, 
Her Soul difdaihs thy Vi&ory. 

A X A L L A. 

Hear, fweet Heav'n, 
Hear the fair Tyrant, how fhe wreffe Love's Laws,. . * 
As Ihe had vow'd my Ruin ! What is Conqueft ? 
What Joy have I from that, but to behold thee r . 
To kneel before thee, and with lifted Eyes- 
To view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, * 

With awful, trembling Pleafure : Then to fwear 
Thou art the Queen, and Miftrefs of my Soul? 
Has not ev'n Tamerlane (whofe Word next HeavVv 
Makes Fate at fecond hand) bid thee difclaim 
Thy Fears ? And doft thou call thyfelf a Slave ?- 
Only to try how far the fad Impreffioa 
Can fink jinto Axalla ! 

SB LIMA* 
Oh Axalla! 
Ought I tc* hear you ? 

AXALLA. 
Come back, ye Hours, 
And tell my Selima what fhe has done : 
Bring back the Time, when to her Father's Court 
I came Ambaflador of Peace from Tamerlane ; 
When hid by confcious Darknefs and Difguife,. 
I pafs'd the Dangers of the watchful Guards ; 
Bold as the Youth who nightly fwam the Hellefpntr 
Then, then ihe was not fworn the Foe of Love ; 

When, 
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When', as my Soul confeft its Flame, and fu'd 
In moving Sounds for Pity, flie frown'd rarely, 
But, blufijng, heard me tell the gen tie Tale ; 
NayV ev^n confeft, and told me foftly, fighing, 
She thought there was no Guilt in Love like mine. 

$ £ L I M A. 
Young, T and unfkilful in the World's falfe Arts, 
IfuiFer'd Love to ileal upon my Softnefs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltlefs Flame ; 
Yes, I have heard thee fwear a thoufand Times, 
And call the confeious Pow'rs of Heav'n to witnefs 
The tend'reft, trueft, everlafting Paffion : 
Bat, Oh! 'tis pad; and I will charge Remembrance 
To bariifh the fond Image from my Soul : „ * 

Since thou art fworn the Foe of Royal Bajazit, 
I have refolv'd to hate thee. . 

A XA L L A. 

Is it poflible I 
Hate is not in thy Nature : thy whole Frame- 
Is Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 
Why doft thou force thy Eyes to wear this Coldnefs* • 
It damps the Springs of Life. Oh ! bid me die, 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thoithaft fworn to hate me.— 

$ E L I M A. 

Let Life and Death 
Wait the Decision of the bloody Field ; 
Nor can thy Fate (my Conqueror) depend 
Upon a Woman's Hate. Yet fince you urge* 
A Pow'r, which once perhaps I had, there is 
But one Requeft, that I can make with Honor. 

A X A L L A. 
Ol name it ! fay 

se lima: 

v Forego your Right of War, 
And r«nder me this Inftant to my Father. 
AX All A. 
Imppflible !_The Tumult of the Battle, 
That haftes to join, cuts off all Means of Commerce 
Betwixt the Armies. ' „ , 

G6 SELIU^ 
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~ S EL IMA. 

Swear then to perform it, 
Which Way foe'er the Chance of war determines* 
Onmy flrft InHance. 

AX AIL A. 
By the facred Maiefty . 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will give thee this fevereft Proof 
Of my Soul s vpw'd Deybtion, I will part witk. thee 
(Thou Cruel, to command it,) I will pan with thee,. 
As Wretches that are doubtful of Hereafter, 
Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth and fearful 
And trembling at Futurity. But is there nothing ; 
No fmall Return that Honor can afford 
For all this Wafte of Love ? 

$ E I 1 M A, 

The Gifts of Captive* 
Wear fome what of Conftraint; and generous Minds 
Difdain to give, where Freedom of the Choice 
Does but feexn wanting. 

A X A L L A. 

What ! not one kind Look I 
Then thou art chang'd indeed. * Hark I ani fummon'c 

\**Trum£eU 
And thou wilt fend me fortn like one unblefs'd ; 
Whjom Fortune has fosfaken, and ill Fate 
Mark'd for Deftru&iou. Thy furprifing Coldnefs 
Hangs on my Soul, and weighs my Courage down y 
And the firft feeble Blow I meet fhall raze me 
From all Remembrance : Nor is life or Fame 
Worthy my Care, fince I am loft to thee, r&i/'q 

S E L I M A. 
Ha! Goeft thou to the Fight!— 
A X A L L A. 

I da— Farewel !-— 
$ E L I M A, 
What ! and »o more ? A Sigh, heaves in my Brea$, 
And flops the flruggling Accents on my Tongue, 
Elfe, fiire, I moukThave added fomething more, 
And made ow Waning fofter, 

JLX ALL t 
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A X ALL J. 

Give it way. 
The niggard Honor, that affords not Lore/ 
Forbids not Pity*—* 

S E L IMA. 
Fate perhaps has let 
This Day, the Period of thy Life, and Conquefb ; 
And 1 (hall fee thee borne at Evening back, 
A breathlefs Coarfe ;— Oh ! Can I think on that, 
And hide my Sorrows ? — No— they will have way, 
And all the Vital Air, that Life draws in, 
Jb render'd back in Sighs-. 

A X A L I A. 
The murm'ring Gale revives the drooping Flame, 
That at thy Coldnefe languifiYd in my Breaft ; 
So breathe the gentle Zephrys on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant, and od'rous Flower, 
Which Winter Froft had Wafted, to new-Life, 
$ E L IMA. 
To fee thee for this Moment, and no more.——* 
Oh ! help me to refolve agaraft this Tendernefs, 
That charms my fierce Reientments, and prefents their 
Not as thou art, mine and my Father's Foe, 
But as thou wert, when firil thy moving Accents 
Won me to hear ; when, as I Hfien'd to thee, 
The happy Hours pail by us unperceiv'd. 
So was my Soul fix'd to the foft Enchantment* 
A X A L L A. 
Let me be frill the fame \ I am, I muft be. 
4f it were poffible my Heart could ftray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
And fix the Wanderer forever thine. 
S EL IMA, 
> Where is my boafted Refolution now > 

[SinAing into his Anifc 
Oh I Yes ! Thon art the feme; my Heart joins with thee* 
And to betray me will believe thee dill : 
It dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firft, 
'And owns at once the Weaknefi of my Soul: 

§4 
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So when fome fldlful Artift ftrikes the Strings, 
The magic Numbers rouze our fleeping Paffions, 
Afad force us ta confefs our Grief, and Pkafure*- 
Alas ! Axalta, fay— doft thou not pity 
My artlefs Innocence, and eafy Fondnefs ? 
©h ! turn thee from me, or f die with blufhing. 
A X A I t A. 

No let me rather gaze, for ever gaze, 
And blefs the new-born* Glories that adorn thee ; 
From every Blum, that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten th'oufand little Loves and Graces fpring, 
To revel in the Rofes— — *two* not be, [Trumpet u 

This envious Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee— 
$ i L I M A. 

IVTy Fears increafe, . and doubly p.ref, me now $ 
I' charge thee, if thy Sword comes crofs my. Father^ 
Stop for a Moment, and remember me. 
A X A L L A. 

Oh ! doubt not, but his Life ihall be my Care, 
Ev'n dearer than my own- — 

s e l i m a: ; •■ 

Guard that for me* too*. 
AX A L L A< 
Oh ! SeUma I thou haft reftor'd my Quiet, 
The noble Ardor of the War, with Love 
Returning, brightly.burns within my Breaft,., 
And bids me be fecure of all hereafter. 
So chears fome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
(Who trembled at the Thought of Pains to come) 
With HeavVs Forgivenefs, and the Hopes of Mercy $ 
At length theTumult of. his Soul appeas'd* 
And every Doubt and anxious Scruple eas'd, , 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace, his holy Comforter beftow'd, 
£uides and protects him like a Guardian God. 
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[Exit. 
Mental 



Moment Selima and Guards*, 

h vain all Arts a Love-lick Virgin tries, T: 

eels to frown, and feem feverely wife, V 

ibpes to cheat the waryf Lover's Eyes. ' \ % r } £^ j£ 

:he dear Youth her Pity drives to move, 

d pleads with tendernefs, the Caufe of Love, 

ture aflerts* her fimpirain her Heat*,. 

d Itindly takes the faithful Lover's Part. 

Love, herfelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 

more fhe trufts in Pride's fantaftic Aid, 

: bids her Eyes confefs the yielding Maid. 

££*¥> Selima, Guards following*. 
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Tamer l an bV Camp. 

t 

■ JSafrr Mokes es, • 

M O N E f E S. 

THE dreadful Bufinefs of the War is over; 
And Slaughter, that, from Yefter Morn 'till EvX 
With Giant Steps, paft ftriding o'er the Field r 
Befmear'd and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps y 
And (lumbers o'er her Prej" ; while from this Camp* 
The chearful Sounds of Vic\ory, and Tamerlane, 
Beat the high Arch of Heav'n : deciding Fate, 
That Crowns him with the Spoils of fuch a Day, 
Has giv'n it as an Earneft of the World 
That fhortfy ihall be his. 

Enter Stratocles. 

My Stratocles f 
Moft happily return'd ; might I believe 
Thou bring'ft me any Joy ? 

STRJTOCLES.- 

With my bed Diligence, 
This Night I have enquir'd of what concerns you% 
Scarce was the Sun, who fhone upon the Horror 
Of the paft Day, funk to the Weflern Ocean ^ 
When by Permiffion from the Prince Ax alia, 
I mixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning from the Battle : Here a Troop 
Of hardy Parthians red with honefl Wounds, 

Cottfeft 
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Confeft the Conqueft, they had well deferv'd : 
There a dejcdled Crew of wretched Captives, 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groaning 
Under new Bondage, follow'd fadly after 
The haughty Victor's Heels ; but that, which fully 
Crown'd the Succefs of Tamerlane, was Bajazet, 
fall'n like the proud Archangel, from the Height, 
Where once (ev'n next to Majefty Divine} 
Enthron'd he fat, down to the vileDefcent 
And lownefs of a Slave ; but oh ! to fpeak 
The Rage, the Fiercenefs, and the Indignation! ■« 
Jtbars ail Wards, and cuts DeibriptioninarL , % 

M O N E S E $. 
Then he is fall'u ! that Comet which, on high, 
Portended Ruin ; he has fpent his Blaze, - 
And ffcall diiiradl the World with Fears no mqre : 
Sure it muft bode me well, for oft my Soul 
Has ftarted into Tumult at his Name, 
As if my Guardian Angel took th' Alarm, 
At the Approach of fomewhat mortal to me : 
1 But fay, my Friend, whathear'ft thou of Arpajia f " 
For there my Thoughts, my every Care is centered* 
ST RATOC LES. 
Tho* on that Purpofe ftill J bent my Search, 
Yet nothing certain could I gain, but this, - 
That in the Pillage of the Sultan's Tent - 
Some Women were made Prisoner's, who th&Morning 
Were to be offer'd to the Emperor's View ; 
Their Names, and Qualities, tho' oft enquiring 
I could not learn. 

M O N £ S E $. 
Then muft my Soul ftill labor 
Beneath Uncertainty, and anxious Doubt, 
The Mind's worft State. The Tyrant's Ruin give* me 
ButaHalf-Eafe. 

STlLAfOCLES. 
■ ' - • 'Twas faid, not far from hence 

The Captives were to wait the Emperor's Parage. 
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MO N E S E S. 

Halle we to find the Place. Oh ! my Arpafia ! 
Shall we not meet ? Why hangs my Heart thus heavy. 
Like Death withjn my Bofom ? Oh! 'tis well, 
The Joy of meeting pays the Pangs of Abfence, 
Elfe who could bear it ? 
When thy lov'd Sight fkall blefs my Eyes 
Then I will own, I ought not to complain, 
Since that fweet Hour is worth whole Years < 

[Exeunt Monefes and Strafocles. 
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The Injtde of a Magnificent tent. 

Symphny of Warlike Muftc* 

Enter Ta m r r l a n e, Axalla, Prince o/Ta n a W 9 
Zama* Mirvan, Soldiers* and other Attendants* 

A X A L LA. 
FROM this aufpicious Day the Parthian Name 
Shall date its Birth of Empire, and extend 
Ev'n from the dawning Eaft to u-tmoft Thule 
^ The Limits of its Sway. 

PRINCE. 
* , Nations unknown^ 

Where yet the Roman Eagles never £ew r • ' . 
Shall pay their Homage to Victorious Tamerlane i 
Bend to his Valor, and fuperior Virtue, 
f And own, that Conquefl is not given by Chance, 
. But, bound by fatal and refifUefs Merit, 
Waits on his Arms. 

TAMERLANE. 

It is too much : youdrefs me 
like an Ufurper in the borrow'd Attributes 
►- Of injur'd Heav'n : Can we call Cowoueft ours ? 
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Shall Man, this Pigmy, with a Giant's Pride, 
"Vaunt of himfelf, and fay, Thus have I done this £ 
Oh! vain Pretence to Greatnefs ! Like the Moon^ 
We borrow all the Brightnefs, which we boafl, 
Dark in ourfelves, anci ufelefs. If that Hand 
That rules the Fate of Battles ftrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honor £ 
Twere moll ungrateful to difown the Benefit, 
And arrogate a rraife which is not ours. 
A X A L L A. 
With fuch unfhaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the fwelling Tide of profp'rous Fortune,, 
Is to deferve that Fortune : In Adveriity 
The Mind grows tough by bufFetting the Tempefl £ 
Which, in Succefs diflblving, fini*s to Eafe, 
And tofes all her Firmnefs. 

TAMERLANE. 

Oh! Axatta! 
Could I forget I am a Man, as thou art, 
Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer's Heat* 
Skknefs, or Third, and Hunger, all the Train 
Of Nature's clamorous Appetites, averting* . . » 

An Equal Right in Kings and common Men, 

Reprove me daily? No If I boafl of ought* * 

Be it, to have been Heav'n's happy Inflrument, 
The Means of Good to all my Fellow- Creatures \. 
This is a King's befl Praife. 

Enter Omar. 

, OMAR. 

Honor and Fame 

[Bo-wingto Tamerlane/ 
For ever wait the Emperor; may our Prophet ' 

Give him ten thoufand thoufand Days of Life* J - 

And every Day like this* The Captive Sultan, ' 

Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, 
Attendsyour facred Will. 

TAMERLANE. 

LethimapproacYu 
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£/#«• Bajazet *W 0/£*r Turkifh Prifontrs in Chatift 

with a Guard of Soldiers. 
When I furvey the Ruins of this Field, • ■ 

The wild Deftruftion, which thy fierce Ambition 
Has dealt among Mankind, (fo many Widows 
And helplefs Orphans has thy Battle made* t 

^hat half our Eaftern World this pay are Mourners) 
Well may I, in Behalf of Heav'n and Earth, 
Demand from thee A tenement for this Wrong. 
% RAJ AZET. 
Make thy Demand to thofe that own thy Pow'r; 
Know, I am ftill beyond it; and tho' Fortune 
(Curfe on that Changeling Deity of Fools !) 
H& ftript me of the Train and Pomp of Greatnefs, 
That Out-fide of a King, yet ftill my Soul, 
Fixt high, and of itfelf alone dependant, 
Is ever Free and koyaj ; and ev'n now, 
As at the head of Battle, does defy thee : 
I know what Pow'r the Chance of War ha* gv'tt, 
And dare thee to- the Ute on't. This vije Speeching* - 
This After-game of Words, is what moft irks n&c » 
Spare that, and for the reft 'tis equal all ■»■ ■■ ■ 
Be ;t as it may. 

TAMERIANE. 
Well was it for the World, 
When on their Borders Neighbouring Prince's mel^ . 
Frequent in friendly Parle, by cool Debates 
Preventing wafteful War ; flick ftould our Meeting 
Have been, had'ftthQ* bit held in juft regard 
The San&ky of Leagues f© often fworn to, 
Canftthpu believe thy Prophet, or, what's more, 
Tfhat'Pow'r Supreme, which made thee, and thy Propket, 
Will, with Impunity, let pafs that Breach 
Of facred Faith giv'n to tie Royal Gretk ? 
BAJAZET. 
Thou Pedant Talker ! ha ! art thou a King 
, Pofleft of facred PoV 1 *, HeavVs dading Attribute, 
- . . ■ - And 
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\nddoftthou prate of Leagues, and Oaths, and Prophets ? 
[hate thef Great (Perdition on Kis Name !) 
^sLdo thee, and would have met you both, 
^sT^th does human Nature, for Deftru&ion; 
TAMERLANE. 

Caufelefs to hate is not of human kind ; 
The favage Brute, that haunts in Woods remote, 
^nd Defart Wilds, tears not the fearful Traveller, 
f Hunger, or Tome Injury, provoke not. 
BAJAZET. 

Can. a King want a Caufe, when Empire bids 
jo on ? What is he born 'for but Ambition ? 
t is his Hunger, 'tis his Call of Nature, 
The noble Appetite which will be fatisfy'd, 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal* 
TAMERLANE. 

Henceforth I will not wonder we were Foes, 
Since Souls that <i liter fo, by Nature Hate, 
And ftrong Antipathy forbids their Union. 
■BAJAZET. 

The noble Fire that warms me does indeed 
Tranfcend thy Coldnefs j I am pleas'd we differ, 
Nor think alike. 

TAMERLANE. 
No— for I think like Man 4 
Thou like a Monfter ; from whofe baleful Pretence 
Nature ftarts back j and tho* fhe fix'd her Stamp 
On thy rough Mafs, and mark'd thee for a Man, 
Now confcious of her Error fh« difclaims thee, 
As form'd for heFD<eftru£tion.---■-- 
, Tistrlle > I am a King, as thou haft been : 
Honor, and Glory too have been my Aim ? 
Bat tho'I dare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Whicl* furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I choofe to fix my Name by Peace, 
By Juflice, and by Mercy; and to raife 
My Trophies on the Blerlings of Mankind ; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With Ruin of the People whomlfway, \ ^ 

Or forfeit of my Honor. * * 
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B AJAZET., ; * 

Prophet, I thank thee.— — i 
Damnation !-^— Couldil thou rob me of my Glory, 
To drefs up this tame King, this preaching Dervift t 
Unfit for War, thou fliouldft, have liv'd fecure 
In lazy Peace, and with debating Senates 
Shar'd a precarious Scepter, fat tamely flill, 
And let bold Factions canton out thy Pow'r, 
.And wrangle for the Spoils they robb'd thee of; 
Whilft I (curfe on the Pow'r that flops my Ardor !) 
Would, like a Tempeft, rufh amidit the Nations, 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Aiha, 
My angry Thunder on the frighted World* 
TAMERLANE. 
The World !— 'twould be too little for thy Pride : 

Thou would'ft fcale Heav'n 

BAJAZET. 

I would: Away! my Soul 

J)ifdains thy Conference. 

TAMERLANE. 

Thou vain, rafli Thing, 
That, with gigantic Infolence, haftdar'd 
To lift thy wretched felf above the Stars, 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty : Thou art fall'n ! 
B AJAZET. 
'Tis falfe ! I am not fall'n from ought; Pve been ; 
At leafl my Soul refolves to keep her State, 
And fcorns to take Acquaintance with ill Fortune* 
TAMERLANE. 
Almoft beneath my Pity art thou fall'n ; 

Since, while th' avenging Hand of Heav'n is on thee# 
And preffes .to the Dull thy fweHing Soul, 
Fool-hardy, with the Wronger thou contended ; 
To what vaft Heights had thy tumultuous Temper 
Been hurry'd, if Succcfs had crown'd thy Wifhes ; 
Say, what had I to expect, if thou had'itconquer'd? 
BAJAZET. 
Oh, Glorious Thought ! By Heav'n ! I will enjoy it, 
Tbo 9 but in Fancy •, imagination (lull 
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Mak^rooin to entertain the vaft Idjfca. 

Oh ! had I been the Matter but of Yefterday, 

The World, the World had felt me.; and for thee, , 

I had us'd thee, as thou art to me, -a Dog, 

The Objeft of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred : 
I would have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footftool to my Saddle ; 
Then, when thy daily fervile Talk was done, 
I would have cag'd thee, for thtf Scorn of Slaves, 
'Till thou hadft begg'd to die ; and ev'n that Mercy 
I had deny'd Thee : Now thou know'ft my Mind, 
And queftion me no farther. 

TAMERLANE. 
Well doll thou teach me 
What Juftice fhould exact from thee : Mankind 
With one Confent cry out for Vengeance on thee ; 
Loudly they call,. to cutpff this League-breaker, 
This wild Deftroyer, from the Face of Earth. 
BAJAZET. 
Do it, and rid thy making Soul^at once 
Of its worft Fear. 

TAMERLANE. 
Why flept the Thunder, N 

That fliould baye arm'd the Idol Deity, 
And giv'n thee Pow'r, ere Yefter Sun was fet, 
To make the Soul of Tamerlane : Hadft thou an Arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou lhould'ft have prov'd it on me,* 
Amidft the Sweat and Blood of yonder Field, 
When, thro' the Tumult of the War, I fought thee, 
Fenc'd in with Nations. 

BAJAZET. 

Curfe upon the Stars, 
T/hat fated us to different Scenes of Slaughter ! 

Oh ! could my Sword have met thee ! *~ 

TAMERLANE. 

Thou hadft then 
As now, been in my Pow'r, and held thy Life 
Dependant on my Gift-* — Yes, Baja&t> 

I bid thee, Live. So much my Soul d\{d^\t^> 

That thou /hould'ft think,, I can fear ou^\.W*.\te*tfTw\ 
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Nay more ; could'ft thou forget thy brutal FJercemtffy 
And form thyfelf ta Manhood, I would bid thee 
Live, and be (till a King, that thou may ft karn 
What Man fhould be to Man, in War remembring 
The common Tye, and Brotherhood of Kind. 
Thi* Royal Tent, with fuch of thy Domeftics 
fis can be round, (hall wait upon Ay Service ; 
Nor will I ufe my Fortune, to demand 
Hard Terms of Peace, but fuch as thou may'ft offer 
With Honor, I with Honor may receive. # 

[* Tamerlane Jtgns to an Officer ; nvio unbinds 
Bajazet. 

S A J A ZET. [me, 

Ha ! fay'ft thou— no !— our Prophet's Vengeance blaft 
If thou fhalt buy my Friendfhip with thy Empire* 
Damnation on thee! thou fmooth fawning Talker ! 
Give me again my Chains, that I may curie thee, 
And gratify my Rage : Or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 
Remember Fm thy Fee, and hate thee deadly. 
^Thy Folly on thy Head ! 

TAMERLANE. 

Be flill my Foe. 
Great Minds (like Heav'n) are pleas'd in doing good, 
Tho*. the ungrateful Subjects of their Favors 
Ate barren in Return : Thy ftubborn Prids, 
IThat fpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, 
Shall in my Honor own, and thy Defpite, 
I have done, as I ought. Virtue ftill does 
With Scorn the Mercenary World regard 
Where abjefts Souls do good, and hope Reward : 
Ahove the worthless Trophies Men can raife, 
She feeks not Honors, Wealth, nor airy PraHe, 
But with herfelf, Herfelf, the Goddefs pays. 

[Exeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, 
Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants. 
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BAjAZET. 
Come, lead me to my Dungeon ; plunge me down 
t>eep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day,, 
Where, under Covert of the Friendly Darknefs, 
My Soul may brood, at leifure, o'er its Anguiftw . - 

- OMAR. 
Our Royal Mailer wou'd, with noble Ufage, 
Make your Misfortunes light: he bids you hope,— — 
BAJAZET. 
I tell thee, Slave, I have (hook hands with Hope, 
And all my Thoughts are Rage, Defpair, and Horror* 

Enter Havt, Arpasia, and Women Attendants* 
Ha ! wherefore ami thus?— Perdition feize me ! 
But my cold Blood runs ihiv'ring to my Heart, . 
As at fome Fantom, that in Dead of Night, 
With dreadful A&ion ftalks around our Beds. . 

The Rage and fiercer Paf&ons of my Breaft 
^Are loft in new Confu&on.—Arpafia !—Haly / 
HALT. 

Oh Emperor ! for whofe hardJFate our Prophet, 
And all the Heroes of thy facred Race 
Are fad in Paradife, thy faithful Haiy, 
The Slave of all thy Pleasures, in this Ruin, - ' - * 
This univerfal Shipwreck of thy Fortunes, , , 

Has gather- d up this Treafure for thy Arms *: ^ 

Nor ev'n the Victor, haughty Tamerlane* 1 » 

(By Whofe Command once more thy Slave behplds thee) 
Denies tjis Blefling to thee, but with Honor # ■ • r 
Renders thee back thy Queen, thy beauteous Bride. : A 
BAJAZEJ. 

Oh! had her Eyes, with Pity, {ben* my Sorrows, 
Had fhe the Softnefs of a tender Bride, ; * j 7 

Heav'n cou'd not have beftow'd a greater Bkffing* ' ; > 
And Love had made Amends for Lofs of Empire* 
But fee, what Fury dwells upon her Charms f * 

What Lightening nafhes from her a$gry Eyes ! f 

With a malignant Joy fhe views my Ruin : ^ 

Ev'n beauteous in her Hatred, fti\yfl\e cij^iT^Twe* ^ 
And awes my iexte tumultuous Soul to 1/m. 

Voul. H AHl^ 
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That HeavSt has any joy in Store i fer thee ? 
Look bXtik tipon die Sum of thy paft Life, 
Where Tyraatty, ©ppreffibn, and Injuftice, 
Perjury, Murders, fweilthe iriack Account ; 
Where toft ^r/^s Wrongs flarid fefce&iyr-freft, 
Thylaft *ecbfded«Cr1me ; but ■Ifeav'n-has found She*, 
At length the tardy; Vengeance has-o'erta'en thee. 
My\fa*fy Soul fkm'bext a littfe longer 
Tfie TatiTOf Life* tfr c«U Ibr jtfftke^n fhee ; 
That once complete, fink to the peaceful Grave, 
Andldfe tlielfaem'ry tif iwy ^rtmgs and Thee. 

ThouTafPft 1 ! (Ptiiarfk thee tfor*t~-— ~-Be pwwrft, 
And muftenall'the Woman in -fhy Suul>; 
Goad me wrth^fctfrfee, be* very Wife, 
That I may fiiirg^off <his tatae LoVfe, iafcd>hftte thee, 

Enter Monbses. [-B a J * z £ t fiarttng^\ 

Ha^^eep^hy Temferi Heart ! ttor take alarm 
At a Slave's Prefifrtce; 

It is Jtfirfia^^kewe^ie, thou nrdld fear. 
Sweet as the«r^ i M6rn%e : bre^ks itfpfcnMiflte, 
And Sorrow', *ttke'i!fle J ?ftgftt , s unWhblf(H*e &had«, 
Cives way befefre 4he Gdlden Dawn'fhe'brktgs, 

Ha, OfrHtfan ! Is it Well *hat 3 we?<mw taqi? 
Isthfe^faitfi? 

H^O^E SE^S. 
Why ddcs thy fr&WfckigBrtHsr 
Put on thi 5 Form* tf f^Fury » ? ; Is it-ft¥3rfge 
We ftbtild <meet<he* e'Colft^a'nibhs 4n JMUfdrttttfe, 
The €a|*dves tff one ttftrfnldn* ChanWof ^War? 
Nor flioirid^ thou wbrfder, Uhat^f Sword ^as^SW , 
Before tht Fortttile^of viaoi^as ( 9^^Attw, 
Whtn thouy With'N-idetnsHke th«e'fand*d SilOre, 



T *A JfM tE * L A tf -E. ' J47 

Could'ft not ftand up agaifcft his dreadful Battle, 
T^t.^r^ihM thee with its Shock. Thy Men can witneis, 
Thofe Cqwards,athat foribok me in the Combat, 
My Sword was not una&ive. 

JtJJJZET. 

No, .. , fc 'tis falfe. 
Where is my daughter, thou xilc Greek? thou haft 
Betray'd her to tfce Tartar; or, ev'n worfe, 
Pale with .tjiy Fears, didft-lofe her like a Coward : 
And like a Cowatd now, wouldJfLcaft the Blame 
On Fortune, and ill Stars. 

MONE SES. 

• Ha ! faid'ft thou like a Coward?. 
What San&ity, what Majefty Divine 
Haft thou put on, to guard thee from my Rage, 
That thus thou dar'ftto wrong me? 
BAJAZjET. 
Out thou Slave, 
And kpewmefor jhy Lord-— r- > * 

MONESES. 

I 4 tell thee, Tyiant, 
When in the Pride of Pow'r ithou iat'ft on high, 
When like amidol thou wert vainly worftiipp'd. 
By proftrate Wretches, born with flavifh Souls: 
£ v'n wjien thou wert a Kin?, thou wert. not more > 
Nor greater than Mont/ess, born of a Race, 
Royal, and Great as thine: What art thou now theaJ} 
The Fate of War has fet .thee with the Loweft ; 
And Captives (like the Subjects of the Grave) 
Lofing Diftinfition, ferve one common Lord. 
- .BAJAZjET. 

Brav'd by this Dpg ! Now rare a loofe to Rage, - 
And curfe thyfelf, curfeth^falfe cheating Prophet. 
. Ha ! yet there's fome.Revenge. Hear me, thou Ghriftian : 
- Tboii leiVft that. Siftec with, me :.-«*- Thou Impoftor I 
Thou Boafter of thy vHonefty ! Thou Liar X 
But takcher to thee hack. 
Now to. explore mv Prifon ■ ..! ■ ■ ■ If it holds 
Another Plague like this, th* tefttefclfcWKtffc, 

Hi ^ 
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ilf Ma/lie* lye not) wander thus in Hell : 
'rom ichorching Flames to chilling Frofts they ran, 
Then from their Frofts to Fires return again* 
And only prove Variety of Pain, 

[ Em unt Bajazet and Hafy» 
A * P A S I A. 
Stay, Bajaxet, I charge thee by my Wrongs 1 
Stay and unfold a Tale of fo much Horror, 
As only fits thy telling— — Oh, Mcnefes ! 
M-ONE8ES. 
Why doft thou weep ? why this tempeftuous Fallen, 
, That flops thy fa&'ring Tongue fbort on my Name ? 
*Oh, fpeak ! unveil this Myitery\>f Sorrow, 
And draw the difmal Scene, at once to Sight. 
A R P A \S I A. 
Thcu art undone, loft, ruin'd, and undone ! 

. M O N E $ E S. 
i will npt think 'tis fo, while I have thee, - 
While thus 'tis giv'n to fold thee in my Arms 5 
For while I figh upon thy panting Bofom, 
The fad Remembrance of paft Woes is loft, 
A R P A S I A. 
Forbear to footh thy Soul with flatting Thoughts, 
Of Evils overpaft, and Joys to come : 
Our Woes are like the genuine Shade beneath, 
Where Fate cuts off the very Hopes of Day, 
'And everlafting Night and Horror reign. 
M O N E S E S. 
By all the Tendernefs, and chafte Endearments 
Of our paft Love, I charge thee, my Arfe>fix> - 
To eafe my So»i of Doubts; give me toknjvv 
At once the utmoft Malice of my Fate. . 
A R P A S I A. 
Take thy wretched Share in all I fuiFer, 
. Still Partner of my Heart. Scarce hadft thou left 
The Sultan's Camp, when the Imperious Tyrant, 
SofVning the Pride and Fiercenefs of his Temper* 
With gentle Speech made Offer of his Love. 
Amaz'd, as at tl)e Shock o£ foddtxi !>*?&* 
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f ftarted into Tearf , and often urg'A 
(Tho ftill in vain) the Difference of our Faiths : 
At laft, as flying to the utmoft Refuge, 
With lifted Hands, and ftreaming Eyes, J. dwn'd 
' The Fraud ; which when wefirft were made his Pris'ncrs* 
Confcious of my unhappy Form, and fearing 
For thy dear Life, t fore'd thee to put on 
Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Sifter : 
Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer Tie, 
Oar mutual Vows had made before the Prieft. 
Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
Then, Beitfo, he cry'd. Think'ft thou thy Vow* . 
Giv'n to a Slave fhall -bar me from thy Beauties ? 
Then bade the Priefl pronounce the Marriage RitC5, 
Which he perform'd, whilft ihrieking with Defpair, 
I call'd in vain the Pow'rs of Heav'n to aid me. 

M O N E S E S. 
Villain ! Imperial Villain ! — —Oh, the Coward t 
Aw'd by his Guilty tho' back'ct by Force and Power, 
He durft not to my Face avow his Purpofe ; 
But in my Abfence, like a lurking Thief, 
Stole on my Treafure, and at once undid me. 

A R P A S I A. 
Had they not kept me from the Means of Death, 
Forgetting all the Rules of Chriltian Suffering, 
I had done a cfefp'rate Murder on my Soul, 
Ere the rude Slaves, that waited on hk Will, 
Had fpre'd me to his 

M O N E S E S. 

Sfop thee there, Arpafia> 
And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene ; 
Let not Thought enter, left the fa*ufy Mind - 

Should mutter fuch a Train of monftrous Images, 
As would diftracl me. Oh ! I cannot bear it 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joya 
Were treafur'd up, po have thee rifled thus ! 
Thus torn untafted from my eager Wifhes ! 
But I will, have thee fron>hun. Tamerlane 
(The SovereignJJudge of Equity otilUtfJn^ . 

H j ^w2\ 
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Shall do me Juftice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beauties to Monefes. 

A R P A S I A. 
And who mall render back my Peace, my Honor, 
The fpotlefs Whitenefs of my Virgin Soul ? 

Ah ! no, Monefts- think riot I will ever 

Bring a polluted Love to thy chafte Arms i 
l am the Tyrant's Wife. Oh, fatal Title f 
And, in the Sight of all the Safnts, have'fwdrn, 
By Honor, Womanhood, and blufhrng Sharrie, 
To know no fecond Bride-be'd but my Grave. 

M O N E S £ S. 
I fwear it muft not be, fince fb'Il my Eye 
Finds thee as heav'nly white, as Angel pure, 
As in the earlieft Hours of Life thou wert. 
Nor art thou his but mine ; thy firft Vow's mirte, 
-Thy Soul is mine— -— 

A R P A 8 I A. 
Oh! think not, that the Pow'r 
Of mod perfoaiive Eloquence can make me 
Forget I've heen another's, been his Wife ; 
Now by my Blofhes ! by the ftrong Confufion, 
AncJ AngUilh of my Heart ! fpare me ? Monefes* 
Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 
Shortly,* (oh ! very fhortly) if my Sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav'n be gracious to me 7 
Death fhatt diflbi ve the fatal Obligation, 
'And give me up to Peace, to that bleft Place 
Where the Good reft from Care and anxious Life. 

M O N E S E S. , 
Oh ! teacfc me, thou iair Saint, like thee to txtfat l 
Teach me, with har^y Piety, to combat 
The pVeftht i\U ; inftriift my Eyes to pafs 
The narrow 06unds of fife, this tdrid of Sorrdw, 
And with b6fd Mopes t v o view the Realms beyond, 
Thofe diftant Beauties of the futurd State. 
Tell me, Arfafia>~ — fay. what Joys gre thofe, 
That wait to crown the Wretcfl who fuffers here ? - 
t . Oh I tell me, and fuftaiji my 63a»%tt&u 
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Imagine fomewhat extjuifitely fine, 
Wtech Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas'd MinA 
Can barely know, unable to defcribe it j 
Imagine, 'tis a Tract of endlefs Joys, 
Without. Satiety, or Iqtprniption,";* , 
Imagine 'tis to meet, and part no more. 

M QN £ S E & . ^ 

Grant, gentle Heav'n, that ftich may be our Lot ! 
Let us be bled together.-*— Oh ! my Soul ! 
Build on, tkat Hope, and let it arm thy Courage, 
To ftruggle with the Storm, that parts us now. 
A^PJS I J. 

Ye** my M$#tfa* now the} Surges rife, ' 

The feveljHig $«* breaks in between, ©ufi $arjts, 
And drives u# tft 9t« Fate on differ t; Rock*. 
Farewel— n »y Sq^I Uve» with thee; , , ■ ■ 

Ijeathi6( parting, 
'Tis the laft fad Adieu 'twi*t Soul an4Bw» 
But this is fomewhat worfe^-my Joy, my Comfort, 
All that was If ft in Life, fleets after thee. 
My alcing Sight bangs) pa thy parting Beauties, 
Thy : tave|y Eye* *U drqwn'd in Floods of Sorrow J 
So finks the fetting Sun beneath the Waves* 
And leaves the Traveller in pathJefc Ww&$* * ' 
Benighted and forlorn — Thus with fad Ifyea 
Weftward he turn*, to mark the Lights Decay, 
Till having loft the laft faint Qlinipfe of Day, 
Cheartefo tnDarknsfs* he pwfuf 5 his. Way. 

\Emunt Mowfe* mi AtpLfo/wtrdlj* 
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ACT in. scene; r. 

, th$ Infide of the Royal Tent. 

Enter Axalla, Sblima, and Wemen Attendant* 

AX At LA. 

CAN there be ought in Love, beyond this Proof,. 
This woRd'rous Proof, I give thee of my Faith-i 
To tear thee from my bleeding Bofom thus? 
To rend the Strings of Life, to fet thee free,- - 
And yield thee to a cruel Father's Power, 
Foe tcfe my Hopes ? What canft thou pay me back, % 
What but tbyfelf (thou Angel) for this Fondnefr? 
$ £ I IMA. 
Thou doft»pbraid me, Beggar as I am, 
^nd urge me with my Poverty of Love, 
ferhaps thou think^ft, 'tis nothing for a Maid 
To ftruggle through the Nkenefs of her Sex, 
The Bluthes and the Fears, and own me loves : 
Thou think'ft, 'tis nothing for my artlefs Heart 
To own my Weaknefs, and confeft thy Triumph* 
AXILLA. 
Oh! yes, Iowa it; my charm'd Ears ne'er knew 
A Sound of fo much Rapture, ib much Joy. 
Not Voices, Tnftruments, not warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, not murm'ring Waters join' A in Confort 
Not tuneful Nature, not th'according Spheres 
Utter fuch Harmony, as when my SeUma 
With down-caft Looks, and Bkfhes, faid — I love— ■ 

S E I I M A. 
t And yet thou fay'ft, I am a Niggard to thee : 
I fasw the Balance wall ti? M4 between us, 
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And Love be Judge, if after all the Tenderneis, 
Tears and Confujion of my Virgin Soul, 
Thou (hould'ft complain of ought, unjufk Axalia? 
AXALLA. 

Why was I ever bleft? Why is Remembrance 

Rich with a thoufand pleafing Images 
Of pail Enjoyments, fince 'tis but to plague me ? 
When thou art mine no more, what will it eafe me 
To think of all the golden Minutes paft, 
To think, that thou wert kind, and I was happy? 
But like an Angel fall'n from Blifs, to curie 
My prefent State, and mourn the Heav'n I've loft. 
S E L I M A. 

Hope better for us both ; nor let' thy Fears, 
Xike an unlucky Omen, crofc my Way. 
My Father, rough and ftormy in his Nature, 
To me was always gentle, and with FondneiV ' 
Paternal, ever met me with a Bleffing. 
©ft when Offence had ftirr'd him tbYuch Fury, 
That not grave Counfellors for Wifdom fam'd, x 

Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
Prefum'd to fpeak, but (truck with awful Dreads 
Were huih'd as Death ; yet has he fmil'd on me,. 
ICifs'd me, and bade me utter all my Pur pole ; 
Till, with my idle Prattle, I hadfooth'dhim, 
And won him from his Anger. 

AXALIA. ; 

Oh! I know 
Thou haft aTongue to charm the wildeft Tentpers. ! 
Herds would forget to graze, and fovage Beafts 
Stand ftill and lbfe their Fiercenefs, but to- hear thee, 
As if they had Reflexion, and by Reafon 
Forfook a lefs Enjoyment for a greater. 
But. oh ! when I. revolve- each Circumftance, 
My ChrLftian Faith, my Service clofely abound > . ■ . r 
To Tamerlane my Mailer, and my Friend : . , 
Tell me (my Charmer) if my Fears are vahi? 
Think what remains forme, if the fierce Sultan" 
Should doom thy Beauties to another's Bed ? 

H s, &ELJMA; 
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S E L I M A.' 

'Tis a fad Thought ; but to appeafe t}iy DouSls* 
Here, in the awful Sight of Heav'n, I vow,- 
No Pow'r ihall e'er divide me from thy Love, 
Ev'n Duty lhall not force me to be faUe. 
My cruel Stars may tear thee from my Arms; 
But never from my Heart; and when the Maids 
Shall yearly come with Garlands of frelh Flow'rs, 
To mourn with pious Office o'er my Grave> 
They lhall fit fadly down, and weeping tell, 
How well I lev'd, how much I fufrer'd for thee, 
And while they grieve my Fate, mail praife my CohftaacjV 
AXALLA. 

But fee the Sultan comes! — my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion; tiope and Fear 
Fight with alternate Conqueft in my Breaft. 
Oh! Can I give her from me ? Yield her up!, 
Now mourn, thou God of Love, fince Honor triumphs, 
And crowns his cruel Altars with thy Spoils. 

Enter B A J A 2 E T. 

BAJAZET. 
To have a naufeous Courtefy forc'd on me, 
Spite of my Will, by an infulting poe^ 
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JHa! thevwQldd break the Fiercenefs of my Tempet, 
Attd mate v# ftjpple for their flavifh Purpofe : 
Curfe on their fawning Arts; from Heav'n itfdf 
I wou'd not on fuch Terms receive a Benefit, . 
But ipurn it back upon the Giver's Hand. 

rSelima comes forward Ghd kneels to Bajazet. 
$ E L I*M A f 
My Lord; my Royal Father! 

BAJAZET. 

Ha! what art thou ? 
What heav'nly Innocence ? that, in a Form 
^Sojknown, fo lov'd, haft left thy Paradife, 
For joylefs Prifon, for this Place of Woe ! 
Art thofc &£>;*/* 

SELIMJ* 
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Have y<m for* # me? 
Alas, my Piety b then in vain! 
Your Selima, your Daughter whom you lov'd, 
The Fondling once, of her dear Father's Arm^ 
Is come to claim* W Share in his Misfortunes ; 
To wait and tend him with obftquious Duty j 
To fit, and weep for every Care he feels ; 
Tq help to wear the tedious Minutes oufc, 
To foften Bondage, aod the Lofs of .Empire. 

Now by jour Prophet! Jf my wounded Miad 
Could know a Thought of Peace, it would be now; 
Ev'n from thy pratingf nfancy thpa wert 
My Joy, my little Angel; failing Comfort 
Came with thee ftill to glad me : . Now.Fm^^irs'd 
Ev»n in tliee too ; Reproach a$4 Infamy 
Attend the Christian Dog, to whom thou wert truftedj 
To fee thee here J— — 'twere better fee thee dead. 
AXALLA. ..:..; 

Thus Tamerlane to Royal Bdjd&t* 
With Kingly Greeting fends : Since with the Brave, 
(The bloody Bus'nefs of the Fight once^nded) 
Stern Hate and Oppofition ought to ceafe, 
Thy Queen already to thy Arm* reftor'd, 
Receive this (econd Gift, thy beauteous Daughter: 
And if there be ought farther in. thy Wjfh, y 

Demand with Honor, and obtain it/nefcly. 
JBAJJZET. 

Be«r^ack4hy fulfom Greeting to thy Mafter; 
Tell him, Pll none on't: Had he been a God, 
AH his Ctomipotenoe could &K reftore 
My Fame diminiih'd, 1&& ©f facr,ed HoHor, I 

The Radiancy of Jdajefly eciips'd. . . _ . . 

For ought betides, itis not wer$h my Care ; 
ThcGiver and his Girts are both beneath me* ■ 
. AXALLA. 

Enough of War tJ» wounded Earth has known ; 
Weary at length, and waftqd with Deflrudion, 

H6 . • , > S.idly 
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- Sadly fhe rears her ruin'd Head* to fhew ^ 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries- fpoil*d* 
And to her mighty Mailers fries for Peace. 
Ob, Sultan! by the Pow'r Divine I fwear! l 
With Joy Fwou'd refign the favage Trophies. 
In Blood and Battle gain'd, could lactone* 
The fatal Breach 'twixt thee and Tamer lane; 
And think a Soldier's Glory well beftow'd* 
To buy Mankind a Peace. 

BAJA2ET. 

And what art thou.* 
That deft prefume to mediate 'twixt the Rage 
Of aiigry Kings? 

AX A hi* A: 

A Prince, born of the nobleft,. 
And of a Soul that an fwers to that Birth, 
That (fares not hut do well. Thou doft put 6Hi 
A Forc'd Forgetfulnefs, thus not to know me, 
A Guefcfo lately to thy Court, then meeting. 
On gen^ler.Tenns. — - 

& M I I M J: 
< Could ought efface the Merit 

Of brave \Akatta $ t Name, yet* wheii your Daughter 
Shall tell, how well, how nobly we was us'd; 
How light this gallant Prince made all her Bondage ; 
Moftfure the Royal Bajazet will own 
That Honor Hands indebted to fach Goodneft, 
Nor can a Monarch's Friendihip more than pay it. . 

RAJAZET. 
Ha! Rnow'ft thou that,, fond GirLr-~ Go— 'fti^ 
not well- ■■ ji» 
And when thou couldft defeend*ff take a Benefit 
from a vile* Ghriftian, and thy Father's Foe, 
Thou didit an A61 diflione&to thy Race ; 
Henceforth, unfefs thou mean*ft to cancel all \ 
My Share ki thee, and write t&yfelf a Ballard,, 
pie, ftarve, know any Evir, any Pain, 
Rather than tafte a Mercy from thefeDogs. 

S M I I M A. 
Al*s! Jxalhti. 
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AX A L L A. 
Weep not, lovely Maid; 
Ifwear, one pearly Drop* from thofe fair Eye* 
Would over-pay the Service of my Life ; 
One Sigh from thee has made a large Amends 
For all thy angry Father's Frowns and Fiercenefs* 
B4JAZET. 
Oh ! my enrs'd Fortune !— am I fall'n thus low ? 
DHhonor'd t© my Face I thou Earth-horn Thing, 
Thou Clod 1 , how haft thou dar'd to lift thy Eyes 
Up to the Sacred Race of mighty Ottoman ? s 
"Whom Kings, whom cv'n our Prophet's holy. Offspring 
At Diflance have beheld ; and what art thou I 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ? 
Thou vile Obfcurity ! Ha1-~fay— thou bafe one* 
A X A L L A, 
Thus challenged, Virtue, modeft as me is, 
Stands up to do herielf a common Juftice, 
To aniweK, and aflert that inborn Merit, 
That Worth, which confeious to hcrfelf ike feels. 
Were Honor to be fcann'd by long Defcent, 
From Anceftors illuftrious, Lcoula vaunt 
A Lineage of the Greateft, and recount ' 

Among my Fathers, Names of ancient Story; 
Heroes and God-like Patriots, who fubdu'd 
The World by Arms and Virtue, and being Romans 
Scorn'd to be Kings ; but that be their own Praife : 
Nor will I borrow Merit from the Dead, 
Myfelf anUndeferveri I*could prove 
My Friendftiip fuch, as thou might?!* deign t'accept 
With Honor, when it comes with friendly Office, 
To render back thy Crown, and former Greatnefs : 
And yetev'atkis, ev'n all is poor, when Selima 
With ma(chlefs Worth weighs down* the adverfe Scale.-. 
BAJA^ZET. 
To give me back what Y.efterday. took from me, 
Wou'd be to give like Heav'n, when having finifh'd. 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) 
He bid his Fav'rite Man be Lord of ; all. 
But this , ■ ■ - ;■ 
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AX AL L A. 
Nor Is this Gift beyond my Pow*r ; 
Oft has the mighty MaAer of my Arms 
Urg'd me with large Ambition to demand 
Crowns and Dominions from his bounteous PewV i 
*Tis true I way'd the Prober, and have held h ... 
The worthier Choice, "to wait upon his Virtues, 
To fcfe the Friend and Partner of his Wars, 
Than to be JJta's Lord : Nor wonder then,- 
If in the Confidence of fuch a Friendfhip, 
1 proroife boldly for the Royal Giver, 
Tky Crown, and Empire. 

B A J A \Z E\T. 

For our Daughter thus 
Mean'ft thou to barter? Ha! I tell thee, Chriftian* 
There is but one, one DowVy, thou canit give, 
And I can aflc, worthy my Daughter's Love. 
A X A L L A. 
Oh ! name the mighty Ranfom, taflt my Pow'r, 
Let there be Danger, Difficulty, Death, 
T* enhance the Price. 

B A J A Z E T. 

I take thee at thy Word* 
Bring me the Tartar's Head, 

A X A L L A. 
Ha ! 
B A J A Z E T. 

Tamerlane's, 
That Death, that deadly Poifon to my Glory. 
A X ALL A. 
Prodigidus! Horrid! 

S E L I M A 

Loft! Sir ever loft ! 
B A J A Z ET. 
And cou'dft thou hope to bribe me with ought elfe ? 
With a srile Peace patchM ap&n flaviih Terms? 
With tributary Kingfliip h ■" ■ . »N pi . -To merit 
A Recompense from me, iate my Hevenge. 
The Tartar is my Bane, I caanot bear him ; 
One Heav'n and Earth can never hold us both ;. 
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Still mall we hate, and with Defiance deadly 

Keep RagciBve, till one be loft ftr ev^; ^ 

As if two Suns ihould meet in the Meridian, 

And ftrive in .fiety tombac forxbVTaflage. 

Weep'ft thqu ? fond Girl? Now as thy King, and Father, 

I ch&rge thee r drive this Slave Ttotn thy Remembrartefc* 

Hate mall be pious in thee j * come and join 

* [Laying bMnx for HMtt. 
Tocurfethy Father's Foes. . * 

BE LIMA. 

Undone for ever! 
Now Tyfant Duty, art thou yet obey'd ? 
Thereis no more to give thee. Oh AxallmJ 

[Bajazet leads out Selima, fie looking back on 
Axalla. 

A X ALL A. 
'Tis what I fear'd ; Fool that I was V obey : 
The Coward Love, that could not bear hef Frown, 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps ev'n now, 
The Tryant's Rage prevails upon her Fears* 
Fiercely he ftorms, me weeps, and fighs, and trembles^ 
But fwears at length, to think on me no more T 
He bade me take hen— But, oh gracious Honor ! 
Upon what Terms ? My Soul yet fhudders at it, 
And ftands but half recover'd of her Fright. 
The Head of Tamerlane f monftrous Impiety ! 
Bleed, bleed to Death, ntjr Heart, be Virtue's Martyr^ 
Oh, Emperor* town I ought to give thee 
Some rfebler Mark, than Dying, of my Faith. 
Then let the Pains I reel my Friendihip prove, 
'Tis eafier far to die, than ceafe to love. 

[Exit AxalhU 
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SCENE. II. 

TamerlaneV Camp. 

Enter federally Mo n rs e.s, and Prince of Tanais* 

M O N E 8 E $.. 
IF I not prefe untimely on his Leifure, 
You would much bind a Stranger to your Service,. 
To give me Means of Audience from the Emperor. 
PRINCE. 
Moll willingly, tho* for the prefent, Moment 
We muft intxeat your Stay ; he holds him private.; . 
M O N E 8 £ S, 
His Council, I prefume ? 

PRINCE. 

No ; the Affair 
Is not of Earth, but Heav'n— — A Holy Man, 
(One whom our Prophet's Law calls fuch) a Dervifc,* 
Keeps him in Conference. 

M O N E S E S. 

Hours of Religion, 
Efpecially of Princes, claim a Reverence,, 
Nor will be interrupted. 

P R IN C E. 

What his Biiiinefc' 
Imports, we know not: but with earneft Sule 
This Morn he begg'd Admittance. Oiur great Matter 
(Than whom none bows more lowly to high Heavta) 
In, reverend Regard holds all. that bear 
Relation to Religion, and,.on<Notke. 
Q£ his. Requeft, receiv'd him on the Inflant. 
M O N E S E & 
We will attend his Pleafure. [Exeunt* 

Enter Tam e r l a n e, and a Dbkvi $ k. 
TAMERLANE. 
Thou brirtg'ft me thy Credentials from theHigheft, 
from Altra, and our Prophet : Speak thy MeiTage, 
*mu& import.the beft andn6b\eft.ETkd%. 
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D E R F T S E. 

Thus fpeaks our Holy Mahomet, who has giv'n thee 
To reign, and conquer : 111 doft thou repay 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of 
The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatnefs flow ; 
Thou haft forgot*high Heav'n, haft beaten down, 
And trampled on Religion's Sanctity. 
TAMERLANE. 

Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King, 
(The greateft Names of Honor) do but make 
Thy Imputation out, and Tamerlane 
Shall do thee ample Tuftice on himfelf r 
So much the Sacred Name of Heav'n awes me, 
Could I fufpeel my Soul of harb'ringxmght 
To its Difhonor, I would fearch it ftriclly, 
And drive th' oiFending Thought with Fury forth. 
D E R y I S E. 

Yes, thou haft hurt our Holy Prophet's Honor, 
By fbft'ring the pernicious Chriftian Se& ; 
Thofe, whom his Sword purfu'd with fell Deftruc"lion* 
Thou tak'ft into thy Bofom-, to thy Councils $ 
They are thy only Friends : The true Believers 
Mourn to behold thee favor this Ax all a, 
TAMERLANE. 

I fear me* thou out-eo'ft the Prophet's Order I 
And bringft his venerable Name to fhelter 
ARudeyiefs ill becoming thee to ufe, 
Or me to fuffer. When thou nam'ft my Friend, 
Thou nam'ft a Man beyond a Monk's difcerning* 
Virtuous, and Great, a Warrior* and a Prince. 

D E R V I S E. % ' '. 

He is a Chriftian ; there our Law condemns him, 
Altho' he were ev'n all thou fpeak'ft, and more. 

TAMERLANE. 
• 'Tis falfc ; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuous* 
For differing from the Rules your Schools devife. 
Look round, how ^Providence beftows alike 
Sunfliine and Rain, to blefs the fruitful Year, 
On different Nations, all of diff'rent Faiths v 
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' And (tho* by feverai Names and Titles worlhipp'd). 
Heav'n takes the various Tribute of their Fraife * 

: Since all agree to own, atleait to rtjean, v 

One belt, onegreateft; Only Lord of AIL 
Thus when he view'd the many Forms of Nature, 
He found that all was good, and bleft the fair Variety. 
D E R r I $ £: 

Moil impious, and profane ! -nay, frown not, 

Prince. ' 
Full of the Prophet, I defpife the Danger. 
Thy angry Pow'rmay threaten: I comma nch thee 
To hear, and to obey ; flnce thus fays* Mahomet / 
Why have I made^thee dreadful to the Nations ? 
Why have I giv'n thee ConqueH ? but* to fpread 
My facred Law. ev'n fo the u tmoft Earth, 
And make my Holy Mecca the World's Wdrfhip ? 
Go on, and wherefbe'er thy Arms ftfall profper, 
Plant there the Prophet's Name : with Sword and Fire. 
Drive out all other Faiths, and let the World 
Ciinfefs him only. 

TAMERLANE. 
Had he but commanded 
My Sword to conquer all, to make the World- 
Know but one Lord, the Talk were not fo hard; 
*Twere but to do what has been done already ; 
And Philip's Son, and Carfar did as much : 
But to fubdue th' unconquerable Mind, * 

To make one Reafon have the fame Effe& 
Upon ^11 Apprebeniions ; to fbxec this, 
Or this Man, juft t6 think, as thou and I do J 
Jmpofuble ! Unlefs Soitfs were alike 
In all, which differ now like Human Faces* 
D E R V I S E. 
Well might the Holy Caufe be carry'd on, 
VMuffulmen did not make Wat oh Muflulmetu 
Why ftold'ft thou Captive a believing Monarch ? 
Now as thou hbp'ft to 'fcape the Prophet's Cut fe f 
Releafe the Royal Bejazet, and join 

JYith Forte united, todeftroy ^CniyHwvs. 
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TAMERLANE. 
Pis well— Pve found tfceCaufe that mov'd thy ZtAr 
at fh allow Politiciari fee riteeon, 
lopes to fright me' this Way to Compliance ?' - * * 
D E R PISE. 

>ur Prophet ortty. » ■■■■' 

TAMERLANE. 

No— thou doll belye him, 
>u Maker of new Fakhs ! tfkut dat'ft-to build 
f fond Inventions on Refigiott>s Name, 
tgion's Lufcre is by native Innocence 
ktetypute*- andflihple ftonVaH 'An*.;* ' • 

i daub, and drefs her like a common Miftrefs, 
; Harlot of your fancies ; and By adding 
e Beauties, which me warttr not, majte the World 
>e& her AngePs Face is foal beneath, 
I wo'not bear all Lights. Httxce! I have found: ther. 

D E R V I S E. 
have but one refort. Now aid mer, Prophet. [AJide* 
I have fomewhat further to unfold ; 
Prophet freaks to thee in Thunder—* # thus ■ ■■ ' 
[ * STfe Derviffc dranus a conceded Dagger and 
offers tc tftal 'Tamerlane. 
TAMERLANE. N 
f o, Villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its Worfhippers, 
[Wrefting the Dagger from him. 
1 Wafts the Murde^eV*s ftrrpofe.T* hirik, tftbu Wretch, 
nk on the Pain* that wait thy Crime, ami tremble 
:a I ihafl doom tlieeu— - 

& e r rrsts. 

. *ti* but Death at M, 
1 i wilf firifcr greatly for the Caufe 
t urg'd me firft to the 4 bold" Deed. 

Tamerlane. 

Oh, impioiisf 
hufiafm thus make* Villains, Martyrs. 
v/trig.] It fhall be fo— — To die ! *twere a Reward—* 
v learn the Diffetence t'wixt thy Faith and mine: 
ae bids thee- lift thy Dagger V> xo^ Ttaayt% 
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Mine can forgive the Wrong, ami bid thee live. 

Keep thy own wicked Secret, and be fafe : ■ 

If thou continu'ft ftill to be the fame, 

'Tis Puniihrnent enough to be a Villain : 

Jf thou repent'ft, I havegain'd one to Virtue, 

And am, in that, rewarded for my Mercy. 

Hence ! from my Sight — It fhocks my Soul, to think 

That there is fuch a Monfter in my Kind. [Exit Dervife* 

Whither will Man's Impiety extend I 

Oh gracious Heav'n ! doft thou withhold thy Thunder, 

When bold Affaflin^ take ,thy Name upon 'em, 

And fwear, they are the Champions of thy Caufe ? 

Enter Mo j* E s E 3. 

MONESE S. 
Oh Emperor ! before whofe awful Throne! 
Th' Afflicted never kneel in vain for Juftice, 

[Kneeling to Tamerlaiftv 
Undone, and ruin'd, blaftedin my Hopes, . 
fiere let me fall before your, facred Feet, 
And gjoan out my Misfortunes,! till your Pity* •. . 
(The laft Support and Refuge that is Jeft me) ^ 
Shall raife me from the Ground, and bi4 me live. 
TAMERLANE,, 
Rife* Prince, nor let me reckon up thy Worth, 
And tell how boldly That might bid thee ilk, 
Left I (houldmake a Merit of my Juftice* ,.»;:* 
The common Debt I owe to thee, to Att, \ i 

Ev'n to the meaneft of Mankind, the Charter ^ 
By which I claim my Crown, and Heav'n's Protection * 
Speak (hen as to a King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow'r is lodg'd, for Righteous Ends, alone* 
M O N E S E S. 
One only Joy, one Bleffing, my fond Heart 
Had fix'd it* Wifhes on, and that is loft ; 
, That Sifter, for whofe Safety my fad Soul . ? o ( f .*' 
J£odur'4 a thoufand -Fears—— ' ; r . ' . < ''..-.» 
, . T.dMERLJNSnx / ;.../."\ ' 
t \vfilU«member» 
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When* ere the Battle join'd, I few thee firft, 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother's Love> 
Thou told'ft a moving Tale of her Misfortunes, 
Such as befpoke my Pity. Is there ought 
Thou canft demand from Friendfhip ? Alk and have it. 
M O N E S E $. 

Firft, oh ! let me intreat your Royal Goodnefs, 
Forgive' the Folly of a Lover's Caution 
That forg'd a Tale of Falfhood to deceive you : 
Said I, me was. my Sifter ?— - -Oh ! 'tis falfe, 
She holds a dearerlntereft in my Soul, 
Such as xhe clofeft Ties of Blood ne'er knew : 
An Int'reft, fuch as Power, Wealth, and Honor 
Can't buy, but Love, Love only can beftow ; 
She was the Miftrefs of my Vows, my Bride, 
By Contract mine ; and long ere this the Prieft 
Had ty'd the Knot for ever, had not Bajaxe t ■■■ 
TAMERL ANE. 

Ha * Sajazet /— «— If yet his Pow'r withholds 
The Caufe of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, 
E'en Gratitude for once fh all gain upon him, 
Spite of his Savage Temper, to reftore her. 
This Morn a "Soldier brought a Captive Beauty, 
Sad 'tho> fhe feem'd, yet of a Form moft rare, 
By much the nobleft Spoil of all the Field : 
Ev'n Sciphi or a Victor yet more cold, 
Might have forgot his Virtue, at her Sight* 
Struck with a pleating Wonder, I beheld her, 
Till by a Slave that waited near her Perfon, 
I learnt (he was the Captive Sultan's Wife * 
Strait I forbid my Eyes the dangerous Joy 
Of gazing long, and fent her to her Lord. 
M O N E S E S. 

There was Menefes loft.— Too fure my Heart 
(From the h>ft Mention of her wond'rous Charms) 
Jrefag'd it cott'd toe only my Arpafia. 
TAMERLANE. 

Arpafia! didft thou fay? 

MO WE S K S. 

Yes, my Ar^ ^^j 
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rjMEiRLjiiMJS. 
Sure I miftake, .or fain I would .miftake thee. 
I nam'd the Queen of Bajazet, his Wife, 

.Af Q/JV ££ £ i. •■'•". 
His Queen ! His Wife ! He brings that Holy Title 
To varnflh o'er the monftrous Wrongs "he has done me* 
TAMERLANE. 
Alas! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs arc juftj 
Thou art indeed unhappy ■ 

M O UM S E S. ^ 

Can you pity me, 
And not redrefs? *Oh, Royal Tamerlane ! \^KmeUn%*. 
< Thou-Succor of the Wretched, reach thy tyle^cy, 
To fave me from the Grave, and from Oblivion ; 
Be gracious to the Hopes that wait my Youth, « 
Oh let not Soitow Wait me, left I wither, 
And fall-in vile Difhpnor. .J#et thy Juftice 
Reflore me my Arpafia ; give her. back, 
Back to my Wifhes,- to my Tranfports give hey, 
To my fond, reftleft, Weeding, dying Bpfom ; 
Oh ! givjeher-^to me y«t while -Irhave^ Life 
To blefs thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpafia ) 
>TAM.£R J kA&E. 
Unhappy Rayal Youth, >wtoy dofttfhqu aflc 
What Honor.miifl; deny ? Ha 1 , Isffhen^t 
His Wife, whpm he, has wedded* >vhom enjoyed ? s 
And woujd'ft thou have my: partial ^fendftj^ brealq 
That Holy Knot, whijzhty&once, aft, Mankind. 
Agree to hold. Sacred, amUUndiffolveaMie ? 
The Brutal Violence wpuld ftain.my Juftke, • 

And brand me with** Tyrant's hated Name 
To late Pofterity- 

M O N E S EJS. 
Aittthenithe Vo#& 
The Holy Vows we regiiter^iniHcav'^, > 
But common Air? 

TAMB.RLANjE. 

Could thyfon^Jboyeforger 
The Violation of a.n*ft 3tagwpawt 2 
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But Sorrow has difturb?d and J»urt thy Mind. 
JONESES. 
Perhaps it ha*, and like an idle Madman, 
That wanderswith a Train, of hooting Boys, 
I do a thoufaR Things to fhame my Reafon. 
Then let me fly, and bear my Follies with me 
Far, far from the World V Sight; Honor and Fame* • 
Arms, and the : glorious War ihall be forgotten : 
No noble-Sound* of Greatnefs, or 'Ambition, 
.Shall .wake my drowzy Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the laft Trump do fummon. 

TAMERLANE. 

Let thy Virtue 
Stand up, and anfwer to thefe warring Paffions, 
That vex thy manly Temper. From the Moment 
When firft I faw thee, fomething wondrous noble 
Shone thro' thy Form, and won my Friendflrip for thee, 
Without the tedious Form of long Acquaintance ; 
Nor will I lofe thee poorly for a Woman. , 
Come droop no more, thou lhalt with me purfue 
True Greatnefs, till we rife to Immortality ; 
Thou (halt forget thefe lefier Cares, Monefes> 
Thou fhalt, and help me to reform the World, 
M O N E $ E S. 
So the good Genius warns his mortal Charge, 
To fly the evil Fate, that (till purfues him, 
Till it have wrought his Ruin. Sacred Tamerlane^ 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angels to me : 
But oh ! too deep the wounding Grief is fixe 
For any Hand to heal. * 

TAMERLANE. 
This dull Defpair 
Is the Soul's Lazinefs : Roufe to the Combat, 
And thou art fure to conquer. War ihall reftore thee } 
The Sound of Arms (hall wake thy martial Ardor, 
And cure this amorous Sicknefs of thy Saul, 
Begun by Sloth, and nurs'd by too much Eafe ; 
The idle God of Love fupinely dreams, 
^Amidil inglorious Shades, and purling Stream* ; 
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In rofy Fetterr, and fantaftic Chains, 
He binds deluded Maids and fimple Swains ; 
With foft Enjoyments, wooes 'em to forget 
The hardy Toils, and Labors of the Grejfr 
But if the warlike Trumpet's loud Alannt 
To virtuous A£ts excite, and manly Arms j 
The Coward Boy avows hi s abjedl Fear, 1 

On filken Wings fublime he cuts the Air, £ 

Scar'd at the noble Noife, and Thunder of the War. ) 

[Exeunt 
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Tamerlane: jfc&£ 

AGt v IV. S C EN E L 

Bajazet'; Tent* 

Enter R A LY, fl«^/^DKRVl8E, 

HALT. 

TO 'fcape with Life from an Attempt like this, 
Demands my Wonder juftly. 
DERFlSE. 

True, it may; # - 
But 'tis a Principle of his new Faith; 
Tis what his Chriitian Favorite* have infpir'd, 
Who -fondly make a Merit of Forgivenefs, 
And give their Foes a fecond Opportunity, 
If the firft Blow mould mifs :— -Failing to fervf 
The Sultan to my Wifh, and ev'n defpairiug 
Of further Means, t'effeft his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriev'd my Hopes* 
HALT. 
The Prophet and our Mailer will reward 
Thy Zeal in their Behalf: But fpeak thy Purpofe* 
DERFISE. 
Juft entering here I met the Tartar General, 
Fierce Oman 

HALT. 
He commands (if I miftake not) 
This Quarter of the Army, and our Guards ? 
D ERF IS E. * 
The fame ; by his ftern Afpeft, and the Fires 
That-kindled in his Eyes, I guefc'd the Tumult 
Some Wrong had rais'd in his tempeftuous Soul ; 
A Fricndfliip of old Date had giv'n me Privilege, 

VOL.I. I ^% 
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To a(k«of his Concerns ; in fhort, I learn 'd, 
That burning for the Sultan's beauteous Daughter 
He had^eggfd'her, as a Captive of the War, 
Prom Tamerlane ; but meeting with Denial 
Of what he thoughthis Services might claim, 
LouMly he florins, and curfes the Italian, 
As Caufe of this Affront: I join'd his Rage, 
And added to his Injuries the Wrongs 
Our Prophet daily meets from this Ax all a. 
But fee, he comes. Improve what I ijiall tell, 

And all we wiih k ours. 

\Tbey Jean to, talk together afih. 

Enter Omar. 

OMAR. 

No- if I forgive i^ 

DifliOnor blaft my Name ; was it for this 
That I directed his firft Steps to Greatnefs<? 
Taught him to climb, and made him what lie is ? 
When our great Cam firft bent his Eyes towards him, 
(Then petty Prince of Parthia) and by me 
Perfuaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call'd him his Son, and Succeffor of Empire: 
Was it for this, that like a Rock I flood, 
And ftemm'd the Torrent of our Tartar Lords, 
Who fcorn'd his upftart Sway ? When Calibes 
In bold Rebellion drew ev'n Half .the Provinces 
To own his Caufe, I, like his; better Angel, 
Stood by his making Throne, and fixt it fall; 
And am I now fo loft to his Remembrance, 
That, when I afk a Captive, he fhall tell me, 
She is Axalla's Right, his Chriftian Minion ? 
DER'VISE. 
Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injur'd thus, why right you not ycturfelf ? 
The Prize you afk is in your Power. 
OMAR. 

It is, 
And I will feize it in defpite of Tamerlane, 
And thsit Italian Dog- 

HAVY\ 
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HALT. 

What need of Force, 
When ev'ry Thing concurs to meet your WifheiF- 
Our mighty Matter would not wifh a Son 
Nobler than Omar; from a Fathers Hand 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamer/am 
Has to your Worth deny'd. 

OMAR. 

Now by my Arms, 
It will be great Revenge. What will your Sultan 
Give to the Man that mall reftore his Liberty, 
His' Crown, and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred 
Upon his greateft Foe ? 

HALT. 
All he can afk, 
And far beyond his With.—— [Trumpets* 

OMAR. 

Thefe Trumpets fpeak 
The Emperor's Approach ; he comes, once more, 

To offer Terms of Peace ; retire within 

I will know farther, — he grows deadly to me ; 

And curfe me, Prophet, if I not repay 

His Hate, with Retribution full as mortal. [Exeunt, 



Scene draws, difcovers Arpasia lying on 
a Couch. 

A SONG to Sleep. By a L a d y, 

TO Thee, oh! gentle Sleep, alone 

Is owing all our Peace, 
By Thee our Joys are heightened Jbovjn, 

By Thee our Sorrows cea/e* 

The Nymph , *whofe Hand, By Fraud or Firt e % 

Some Tyrant has pojfefs'd, 
By Thee, obtaining a Divorce 

Jn her own Choice is blefs y d> 

I z Oh! 
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Oh! ft ay \ Arpafia bids thee ftay : 

The fad ly weeping Fair \ 

Conjures Thei\ not to lofe in Day' 

The Objea of her Care : '" 

*To grafp whofe pleaJingTormjhe fought i' 

That Motion chas'd her Sleep ; 
Thus by ourfefoes, are offneft wrought) 

The Grief s for 'which we weep. 

ARPASIA. 
Oh ! Death ! thou gentle End of human Sorrows, 
Still muft my weary Eye-lids vainly wake 
In tedious Expectation of thy Peace : 
Why ftand thy thoufand thoufand Doors ftill open, 
To take the Wretched in, if ftern Religion 
Guards ev'ry Pafl'age, and forbids my Entrance ?— — 
Lucrece could bleed, and Porcia fwallow Fire, 
When urg'd with Griefs beyond a mortal SufPrance; 
But here it mud not be. Think then, Arpajia, 
Think on the facred Dictates of thy Faith, 
And let that arm thy Virtue, to perform 
What Catd*s Daughter durft not-^— Live Arpafia, 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Enter Tamerlane, and Attendants. 

TAMERLANE. 
When Fortune fmiles upon the Soldier's Arms, 
And adds ev'n Beauty to adorn his Conqueft, 
Yet fhe ordains, the Fair fhould know no Fear*, 
No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes ; 
But lhouldbe us'd even nobly, as herfelf, 
The Queen and Goddefs of the Warrior's Vows.*—- 
Such Welcome, as a Camp can give, fair Sultanefs, 
We hope you have received; it mall be larger, 
And better .as it may, 

ARPASIA. 

Since 1 have borne 
That miferabk Mark tff fatal Greatnefs, 
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1 have forgot all DifF'rence of Conditions, 
Scepters and Fetters are grown equal to me, 
And \ht beft Change my Fate can bring is Death. 
• TAMERLANE. 
When Sorrow dwells in fuch an Angel Form, 
Well may we guefs, that thofe above are Mourners; 
Virtue is wrong'd, and bleeding Innocence 
Suffers fome wond'rous Violation here, 
To make T thc Saints look fad. Oh teach my Pow'r , 
To cure thofe Ills which you unjuftly fufFer. 
Left Heaven mould wreft it from my idle Hand, 
*If I look on and fee you weep in vain. 
A R PA Si A. 
Not that my Soul difdains the gen'rous Aid 
Thy royal Goodnefs proffers ; but oh! Emperor, 
It is not in my Fate to be made Happy : > 

tJor will I liften to the Cos'ner, Hope ; 
But ftand refolv'd to bear the beating Storm, 
That roars around me; fafe in this alone, 
That I am not Immortal.— Tho' tis hard, 
'Tis wond'rous hard, when I remember thee, 
(Dear native Greece) -and you, ye weeping Maids, 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth : 
My noble Parents ! Oh ! the Grief of Heart f 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow: 
And yet there is a Woe furpafling all; 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conftancy, 
If you expedl I lhall ensure it long. 

TAMERLANE. 
Why is my Pity all that I can give, 
To Tears like yours? And yet I fear 'tis all; 
Nor dare I alk, • what mighty Lofs you mourn, 
Left Honor mould forbid to give it back. . 
ARPAS.IA. 
No, 4 Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou fhould'ft. 
But know (tho' to the weaknefs of my Sex 
I yield thefe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think I am born a Greek, not dauVrt. xrc^N vivos. \ 

I 3 K<^tw) 
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A Grtek! from whole fam'd Ancestors of old r 
Rome drew the Patterns of her boafted Heroes : 
They muft be mighty Evils that can vanquiih 
A Spartan Courage, and aChriftian Faith* 

Enter B a j a z e t- 

BAJAZET. 
To know no Thought of Reft! to have the Mind 
Still minifying frefh Plagues ! as in a Circle, 
Where one Diihonor treads upon another; 

What know the Fiends beyond it?- * Ha! by Hell! 

[* Seeing Arp. and Tarn* 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here ? to rob my Love ? 
And violate the lait Retreat of Happmefs ? 
TAMERLANfi. 
But that I read upon thy frowning Brow,- 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaft; 
Once more (in pity to the fufPring World) 
I meant to offer Peace.—— 

BAJAZET. 

H And mcan'ft thou too 

To treat it with our Emprefs? and to barter 

The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee> for her Favors t 

ARPASJA. 

What wou'd the Tyrant ? [AM. 

BAJAZET. 

Seek'it thou thus our Friendfliip ? 
Is this the Royal Ufage thou didft boaft? 

TAMERLANE. 
,- The boUing Paffion that difturbs thy Soul, 
Spreads Clouds around, and makes thy Purpofe dark- 
Unriddle what thy myftic Fury aims at- 
BAJAZET. 
Is it a Riddle?— —Read it there explain'd, 
There in my Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 
And equal Heav'n, if this demand not Rage ! 
The Peafant Hind, begot and born to Slav'ry, 
Yet dare* afleit a Hulband's lamABA^a* 
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And guard his homely Couch from Violation : 
And Shall a Monarch tamely bear the Wrong, 
Without complaining ? 

TAMERLANE. . , * 

If I could have wrong'd thee, 
If confcious Virtue, and all-judging Heav'n 
Stood not between, to bar uagovern'd Appetite, 
What hinder'd, but in fpite of thee, my Captive, 
I might have us'd a Victor's bouncHefs TPow'r, 
And fated every WHh my Soul could form ? 
But to fecufe thy Fears, know, Bajaxct* 
This is among the Things I dare not do. 
BAJAZET.. \ 

By Hell 'tis falfe ; elfe, wherefore art thou prefent ? 
What cam'ft thotrfor, but to undo my Honor? 
I found thee holding amorous Parly with her, 
Gazing and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 
And bargaining for Pleafures yet to come ; 
My Life, I know, is the devoted Price; . 
But take it, I am weary of the Pain. 
TAMERLANE. 

Yet ere thou rafhly urge my Rage too far,. . 
I warn thee to take Heed : I am a Man, 
And have the Frailties common to Man's Nature i 
The fiery Seeds of Wrath are in my Temper, 
And may be blown up to fo fierce a Blaze, 
As Wifdom cannot rule. Know, thou haft touch* d me 
Ev'n in the niceft, tend'reft Part, my Hpnor. 
My Honor ! which, likePow'r.difdains beinglqueftion'dj 
Thy Breath has blafted my fair Virtue's Fame, 
And mark'd me for a Villain and a Tyrant. 
A R P A S I A. 

And ftand T here an idle Looker-on, , . 

To fee my Innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous Hands, nor can revenge the Wrong? 
Art thou a Man, and dar'ft thou ufe me thus ? 

[7b Bajazet* 
Haft thou not torn meirom my Native Country ! 
From the dear Arms of my lame>uUti^¥nfttA^\ 

I 4 "Swfcy 
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From my Soul's Peace, and from my injur'd Love 8 ? 
Haft thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever, 
And driven me to the Brink of black Defpair ; 
And is it in thy Malice yet, to add 
A Wound more deep, to fully my white Name, 
My Virtue ? * 

B A J A Z E T. 
Yes, thou haft thy Sex's Virtues, 
Their Affectation, Pride, Ill-nature, Noife, 
Pronenefs to change, ev'n from the Joy that pleas'd 'cms 
"So gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, 
That for another Love you would forego 
An Angelas Form, to mingle with a Devil's; 
Through ev'ry State, and Rank of Men you wander J" 
Till ev'n your Jarge Experience takes in all 
The different Nations of the peopled Earth. 
•A R P A S I A. 

Why fought'ft thou not from thy own Impious Tribe 
A Wife, like one of thefe } for fuch thy Race 
(If human Nature brings forth fuch) affords. 
Greece, for chafte* Virgins fam*d, and pious Matrons, 
Teems not with Monfters, like your Turkijb Wives; 
Whom guardian Eunuchs, haggard and deformed, 
Whom Walls and Bars make honeft by Conftraint. 
Know, Ideteft, like Hell, the Crime thou mention'il: 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant : 
But that my Soul, confcious of whence it fprung, 
Sits unpolluted in its facred Temple, 
And fcorns to mingle with a Thought fo mean. 
TAMERLANE. 

Oh Pity ! that a Greatnefs fo divine 
Should meet a Fate fo wretched, fo unequal.—— 
Thou blind and wilful, to the Good that courts- thee; 

[To Bajazet. 
With open-handed Bounty Heav'rr purfues thee, 
And bids thee (undeferving as thou art, 
♦And monftrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: 
Whilft thou, in Fury, doit avert the Bleffings, 
And art an evil' Genius to tVwfe\f * 

B A3 A "LET. 
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'■..•■'■" BAJAlET. 
No-^Thou I Thou art my greateft Curfe on Earth : 
Thou, who haft robbM me of my Crown and Glory, 
And now purfu'ft me to the Verge of Life, 
To fpoil me of my Honor. Thou ! thou Hypocrite! 
That wear'ft a Pageant Outfide Shew of Virtue, 
To cover the hot Thoughts that glow within, 
Thou rank Adulterer ! 

TAMERLANE. 

Oh! that thou wert 
The Lord of all thofe Thoufands, that lie fcreathlefe 
On yonder Field of Blood : That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Face of Death and Danger, 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee, 
VanquiftVd and finking underneath my Arm, 
To own thou haft traduc'd me like a Villain. 
: BAJAZET. 

-Ha-! does it gall thee, Tartar? ByRevengcv 
It joys memuch, to find thou^feePftmy Fury. 
Ye* I I will echo to thee, Thou Adulterer! 
Thou doft profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
And like a Ruffian Bravo cam'ft with Force 
To violate the holy Marriage-Bed. 

TAMERLANE. 
Weit thou not fhelter'd by thy abjed State, 
The Captive of my Sword, by my juft Anger ! 
My Breath, like Thunder,, fhould confound thy Prided 
And doom thee dead, this Inftant, with a. Word. 
BAJAZET. 
*Tis falfe! my Fate's above thee, and thou dar'ft not. 

TAMERLANE. 
Ha! dare not? Thou haft rais'd my pond-rous Rage, 
And now it falls to crufh thee at a Blow. 
A Guard there. — * Seize and drag him to his Fate. 

\? Enter a Guard, fhtyf$ize&'*)2Att* 
Tyrant, I'll do a double Juiticeon thee, 
At. once revenge myfelf, and all Mankind* 
BAJAZET. 
Well. doft thou, .ere thy Violence ai\d Luft 

I 5. Invade 
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Invade my Bed, thus to begin with Murder; 
Drown all Ay Fear? in Blood, and fin fecureftv 
TJMMRLJNE. 

Away! ■ ■ ■ 

ARPASIA, ktueling. 
Oh flay! I charge thee, by Renown ; 
By that bright Glory, thy g*e*t Soul purfues ! 
Call back the Doom of Death. 

TAMERLANE, 

Fair injurM Excellence, 
Why doft thou kneel, and wafte fiich precious Prfcy'rs, 
(As might ev'n bribe the Saints to partial Jjuftice) 
For one to Goodnefs loft ? Who #rft undid .thee*. 
Who flill purfues, and aggravates the Wrong. 
BAJAZET. 
By Alba / no— I will not wear a Life 
Bought with fuch vile Difhonor .---Death fhall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Trait'refs ! 
A R P A S I A. 
No Matter, tho' the whittling Winds grow loud* 
And the rudeTempeft roars, 'tis idle Rage; 
Oh t mark it not. But let thy fteady Virtue 
Be conftant to its Temper; fave his Life, 
A»d fave Arpafia from the Sport of Talkers. 
Think, how the feufy, medhng World fhall tofa 
Thy mighty Name about, in fcurril Mirth ; 
Shall brand thy Vengeance, as a foul Defign, 
And make fuch monftrous Legends of our Lives* 
As late Pofterity fhall blnfh in reading. 
TAMERLANE. 
Oh matchlefs Virtue l. Yes, I will obey; 
Tho' Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, , 
I will purine the fhining Path thou tread'fh 
Sultan, be fafe, Reafbn refumes her Empire,, 
And I am cool again.— — ~[STi* Guards releafe'Ba.fazet* 

Here break we off, , 
Left farther Speech fliould minifter new Rage. 
Wifely from dangerous Paffions I retreat, 
To keep a Con^ueft which was hard to gett 

And 
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And oh ! 'tis Time I fhou'd for Flight prepare, • \ 
A War more fatal feems to threaten there, > 

And all my Rebel-blood affifts the Fair : J 

One Moment more, and I too late fhall find, 
That Love's the ftrongeft Pow'r that lords it o'er the 
Mind. [Exit Tarn, followed by the Guards. 

BAJAZET. 

To what new Shame, what Plague am I reierv'd ? 
Why did my Stars refufe me to die warm ? 
While yet my regal State flood unimpeach'd, 
Nor knew the Curfe of having One above me; 
Then too (altho? by Force I grafp'd the Joy 5 
My Love was fafe, nor felt the Rack of Doubt: 
Why haft thou fore'd this naufeous Life upon me? 
Is it to triumph o'er me? ■ , But I will, 
I will be free, I will forget thee all j 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death fhall expunge at once, and eafe my Soul. 
Prophet, take Notice, I difclaim thy Paradife, 
Thy fragrant Bow'rs, and everlafting Shades, " 
Thou haft plac'd Woman there, and all thy Joys are 
tainted. [Exit Bajazet. 

A R P A S I A. 

A little longer yet, be firong, my Heart, 
A little longer let the bufy Spirits 

Keep on their chearful Round. It wo'not be ; 

Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their Courfe, , 

Like Drops of eating Water on the Marble, 
At length have worn my boafted Courage down : 
I will indulge the Woman in my Sdul, 
And give a loofe to Tears, and to Impatience ; 
Death is at laft my Due, and I will have it. v ■ ■ ■■■ 
And fee the poor Monc/es comes to take - 
One fad Adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter M o n e s e s, 

MbNESES. 
Already am I onward of my Way ; 
Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 

16 KV 
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At Diftaftce to my Ears. My Eyes grow heavy* 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav'n look dims 
>Tis the laft Office they (hall ever do me, 
To view thee once, and then to elbfe and die. 
A R P A S I A. 

Alas! How happy have we been, Monefes & 
Ye gentle Days, that once were ours ; what Joy» 
Did every chearful Morning bring along^t 
No Fears, no Jeal'oufies, no angry. Parents, 
That for unequal Births, or Fortunes, frown'd ; 
But Love, that kindly jpin'd our Hearts, to blefs us* 
Made us a BleJIing too to all be fides. 

M O 1? E S E S. ' 

Oh ! caft not thy Remembrance back, Arpafia ;, 
*Tis Grief unutterable, 'tis Diftra&ion ! 
But let this laft of Hours be peaceful Sorrow ; 
Hw let me kneel, and pay my lateft Vows.; 
Be witniffs all ye Saints, thou.ffeav'n and Nature,. 
Be witnefs of my Truth, for you have known it ^ 
Be witnefs, that I, never knew a Pteafure, 
la all the World could offer, like Atpafia$ 
Be witnefs, that I liv'd but in Arpafia ; 
And oh ! be witnefs, that her Lois has kiH'd me*. 
A R P A S I A. 

While thou art fpeaking, Life begins. to fail;. 
And every tender. Accent chills like Deathv 
Oh ! let me hafte then yet, ere. Day declines, 
And the long Night prevail; once more to tell thee 
What, and now dear, Monefes. has been to me. 
What has he not been ? — AH the Names of Love,, 
Brothers, or Fathers, Hu (bands, all' are poor: 
Monefes is myfelf, in my. fond Heart, 
Ev'n in -_my vital Blood he lives and reigns ; 
The laft dear Objecl of my parting Soul . 
Will be Mon?fes\ the laft-Breath that lingers 
Within my panting Breaft, Avail figh Monefes. 
M O^N E S E S. 

It h enough"! Now to thy Reft, my Soul ; 
The World 4 and thou have made an Ind at- once.- 

ARPASIA 
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' A R P A S I A. 
lin Would I ftill detain thee, hold thee fHIl t '■'■{ 
Honor can forbid, that we together 
lid fhare the poor few'Minufes that remain ; 
;ar, methinks this fad Society 
fomewhalr pfeafing in H.— Death's dark Shades 
i, as we journey on, to lofe* their Horror : 
ear Approach the Monfters form'd by Fear 
vanifh'd all, and leave the Profpeft clear : 
dft the gloomy Vale,, a pleafing Scene Y 

h Flowers adorn'd, and never-fading Green* > 
ting ftands to take the Wretched ia. J 

vVars, no Wrongs,, no Tyrants, no Defpair 5 
urb the Quiet of a Place fo fair> > 

injured Lovers find Elyftum there. [Exeunt, J 

rBA^AZET, Omar, Haly, */k//£iDervise«. 

B AJA ZE<T. 
ow by the glorious Tomb that fhrines our Prophet, 
Mecca'* facred Temple ! here I fwear ! 
Daughter is thy Bride 5 and to that Gift 
1 Wealth, fuch Pow'r, fuch Honors will I add^ 
t Monarch* (hall with* Envy view thy State,. 
I owny Thou art a Demigod to them, 
u haft giv'n me what I wifh'd, Pow'r of Revenge^ 
when a King rewards, 'tis ample Retribution. 

OMAR., 
Welvc Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
e fworn-t© own my Caufe, and draw their Thoufaads 
morrow, from th' ungrateful Part&ian's &de% ' 
i Day declining feems to yield to Night* 
little more than Half her Courfe be ended* 
n aufpicious Hour prepare for Flight ; 
i Leaders of the Troops thro* which we pafs, 
j'd by my Pow'r v devoted to my Service* 
[1 make our Paflage fecret, and fecure.. 

J> E R F I S E. 
lready> mighty Sultah,, art thou fafc,. 
fc by yon palling Torches Light, 1 guefi 

Ta 



%82 T A M B R t A N By. 

To his Pavilion TWWtf** retires, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
All, who remain within thefe Teats,, are thine* 
And hail thee, as their Lord. 
Ha, th* Italian Prince, 
With ftd Monefes, are not yet gone forth, 
BAJAZET. 
Ha ! with our Queen and Daughter? 
OMAR. 

They are ours ; 
I mark'd the Slaves, who waited on Axalla ; 
^hey, when the Emperor-paft out, prefton, 
And mingled with the Crowd, normifc'd their Lord,; 
He is your Pris'ner, Sir ; I go this Moment, 
To feize, and bring, him, to receive his Doom. 

[Exit Omar. 
BAJAZET. 
Hafte, Holy, follow, and fecure the Greeks 
Him tool wifh to keep within my Pow'r. [Exit Haly. 
D E RF I S E. 
If my dread Lord permit his Slave to fpeak, 
• 1 would advife to fpare Axalla's Life, 
Till we are fafe beyond the Partbian's Pow'r: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold ; 
And, could you gain him to aflift your Flight, 
It might impQrt,yqu much. 

BAJAZET. 

Thou counfelPft well £ 
And tho* I hate him, for he is a Chriftian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Yet to fecure my Liberty,, and Vengeance, 
I wifh he now were onrs. 

D E R V 1 S E. 

And fee ! they come!; 
Fortune repents, again (he courts your Side, 
And, with this jirft fair Offering of Succefs, 
She wooes you to forget her Crime of Yefterday. 

Enttr 
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EtttrOMAiwitb Ax alia Prifontr, Seiima 
/Mowing <vittping. 

A X A L L A. 
I wo'not call thee Villain, 'tis a Name 
Too hply for thy Crime ; to break thy Faith, 
And turn a Rebel to fo good a Mailer, 
Is an Ingratitude nnmatch'd on Earth ; 
The firft revolting Angel's Pride cou'd only 
Do more than thoo haft done. , Thou eopy'ft wel}^ 
And kcep'ft the black Original in View. 
OMAR. 
Do, rage, and vainly call upon thy Mailer, 
To fave his Minion ; my Revenge has caught thee r 
And I will make thee curfe that fond Prefumption, 
That fet thee on, to rival me in ought. 
. BAJAZET. 
Chriftian, I hold thy Fate at my DifpofaL 
One only Way remains to Mercy open, 
Be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 
And thou art fafe. Thy other Choice is Death* 
OMAR. 
What means the Sultan ? 

D E R V I 8 E. 

I conjure you, hold—* 
Your Rival is devoted to Deilru&ion* \AJid$ to Oman 
Nor* would the Sultan now defer his Fate 
But for our common Safety — Liilen further [Wkifteru 
A X A L L A. % 

Then briefly thus. Death is the Choice I make ; 
Since, next to Heav'n, my Mailer and my Friend 
Has Int'reft in my Life, and dill (hall claim it. 
BAJAZET. 

Then take thy Wiih Call in our Mutes. 

' S E L 1 M A. 

My Father, 
If yet you have not fworn to cail me off, 
And turn me out, to wander in Misfortune ; 

If 
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If yet my Voice be gracious. in your Ear^s ; > 
If yet my Duty and my Love offend not, " ' J " " 
Oh ! call your Sentence back, and fave Axalla* 
B A J A Z'E'-r., 

Rife Selima 7 the Slave dcferves to die, 
Who duf ft, with fullen Pride, refufe my Mercy v 
Yet, for thy Sake, once more I offer Life. 
S E LIMA. 

Some Angel whifper to my anxious. Soul 
Wha>t I mall do to fave him.- — -QW\ Axaltaf' 
Is it fo eafy to thee, to forfake me ? ■ * 
Canft thou refolve, with all this cold IndilPrence,. 
Never to fee me more ? To leave me here 
The miserable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn!d to wafte my Widow'd Virgin Youth,. 
My tedious Days and Night* in lonely Weeping, 
And never know the Voice of Comfort more ? 
AX A L LA. 

Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaft : * 

Thou fay'il r lam- indifferent, and cold ; 
Oh! is ifcpoffible, my Eyes mould tell- 
So little of the fighting Storm within ? 
Oh ! turn thee from me, iave me from thy Beauties*' 
Falfliood and Ruin all look lovely there ; 

Oh! let my lab'ring Soul yet ftruggle thro* — 

Lwill— I would refolve to die, and leav« theei- 

vajazev: 

Then let him die. He trifles with my Favop? 

I have too long attended his Refolves. 
S E L I M A. 
Oh-! ftay a Minute, yet a Minute longer ; 

[To BajaztU 
A Minute is a little Space ir* Life : 
There is a kind Gonfentlngin his Eyes ;. 
And I lhall win him to your Royal Will.. 

Oh ! my- AxuUa J feem but to content 

[7^Axalla^f/f^ 

Unkind 
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Unkind and Cruel, will you then do nothing f 
I find, I am not worth thy leaft of Cares. 
A X A L L A. 
Oh ! labor not to hang Difhonor on me r 
1 could bear Sicknefs, Pain, and Poverty, 
Thofe mortal Evils worfe than Death, for thee* 
But this- — —It has the Force of Fate againft us* 
And cannot be. 

S E L I M A. 
See* fee, Sir* he relents, [To Bajazet* 
Already he inclines to own your Caufe : 
A little longer, and he is all yours. 
B A J A Z E T. 
Then mark how far a Father's Fondnefs yields : 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, 
Ariel give him up till then to thy Perfuafion. 
If by that Time he meets my Will, he lives ; 
If not, thyfelf lhalt own, he dies with Juittce.. 
A X A L L A. 
'Tis but to lengthen Life upon the Rack* 
I am refolv'd already. 

S E L I M A. 
Oh! be flill, 
Nor raffily urge a Ruin on us both ; 
*Tis but a Moment more I have to fave thee. 
Be kind, aufpicious Alba, to my Pray'r ; 
More for my Love, than for my Self, I fear ; 
. Neglect Mankind awhile, and make him all thy Care. 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima» 
B A J A Z E T. 
Monefes /-—Is that Dog fecur'd ? 
OMAR. 

He is. 
B A J A Z E T. 
'Tis well— My Soul perceives returning Greatncfs > 
As Nature feels the Spring. Lightly fhe bounds, 
And fliakes Diihonor, like a Burden from her, 
Once more Imperial, awful, and herfelf. 
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S* when of old, Jo<ve from, the Titans fled, 
jfmmort's rude Front his radiant Face beiy'd. 
And all the Majefty of Heav'n lay hid. 
At length by Fate to Pow'r Divine reftorM, 1 

His Thunder taught the World to know its Lord, V 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador'd. 5 

{Exeunt * 
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A C T V. SCENE J. 
SAJAZETs 7 EN*. 

Enter Arpasia, 

ARPAS1A. 

SURE 'tis a Horror more than Darknefs brings > 
That fits upon the Night : Fate is abroad. 
Some ruling Fiend hang* in the dufky Air, 
And fcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diftraclion*. 
O'er all the wretched Race of Man below : 
Not long ago, a Troop of gftafrly Slaves 
Rufh'd in and forc'd Mone/es.irom my Sight ; 
Death hung fo heavy on his drooping Spirits, 
That fcarcely could he fay — Farewe l > f or ever* 
And yet, methinks, fome gentle Spirit whifpers, 
Thy Peace draws near, Arpafia, ugh no more. 
And fee the King of Terrors is at hand, 
His Miniiler appears. 

Enter Eajazet and Haly. 

BAJAZET. [afidef Haly.] 
The reft I leave. 
To thy difpatch. For oh ! my faithful Haly, 
Another Care has taken up thy Mailer ; 
Spite of the high-wrought Tempeft in my Soul, 
Spite of the Pangs which Jealoufy has coft me, 
This haughty Woman reigns within my Brealt : 
In vain I ftrive to put her worn my Thoughts, 
To drive her out with Empire, and Revenge : 
Still me comes back like a retiring Tide, 
That ebbs awhile, but ftrait returns again, 
And fwells above the Beach* m _ 
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HALT. 

Why wears my Lord j 

An anxious Thought for what his Pow'r Commands t 
When in an happy Hour, you mail ere long ■ x . 
Have borne the Emprefs, from amidft your Foes* 
She muft be yours, be only, and all yours. 
BAJAZE 7*. k . . 

On that depends my Fear. Yes, I muft have her J 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her ; 
But fuch is the Condition of our Flight, 
That mould (he notconfent, 'twould hazard all, 
To bear her hence by Force : Thus I refolve then ; 
By .Threats and Pray'rs, by ev'ry way to move her \ 
Jf all prevail not, Force is left, at laft; 
And I will fet Life, Empire on the Venture, 
To ke,ep her mine— Be near to wait my Will. 

[£*//Haly. 
When laft we parted 'twas on angry Terms j 
Let the Remembrance die, or kindly think 
That jealous Rage is but a hafty Flame, 
7 hat blazes out, when Love too fiercely burn*. 
ARPASJA. 

For thee to wrong me, and for me to fuffer* 
Is the hard Leflfon that my Soul has learnt ; 
And now I ftand prepar'd for all to come : 
Nor is it worth my Leifure to diftinguifh, 
If Love or Jealoufy commit the Violence ; 
Each have alike been fatal to my Peace, 
Confirming me a Wretch, and thee a Tyrant. 
B A J A Z E T. 

Still to deform thy gentle Brow with Frowns f 
And ftill to be perverfe ! It is a Manner 
Abhorrent from the Softnefs of thy Sex : 
Women, like Summer Storms, awhile are cloudy* 
Burft out in Thunder, and impetuous Show'rs; 
But ftrait the Sun of Beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair Horizon is ferene. 
A R P A S I A. 

Then to retrieve tVie Hoxtot tf m^j S><», 
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Perel difclaim that Changing and Inconstancy ; 
JTo. Thee I will be ever, as I am. 

. BAJAZET. 
Thou fay 'ft* I am a Tyrant ; think fo dill, 
An4 let it warn thy Prudence to lay hold 
On the good Hour of Peace, that cpurts thee now : 
Souls form*d like mine, brook being fcprn'd but ill y 
Be well advisM, and profit by my Patience, 
It is a ihort-liv'd Virtue. 

A R P A S I A. 
Turn thy Eyes 
Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian, 
Thou that haft violated all Refjpedts ' 
Due to my Sex, and Honor of my Birth, 
7 hou brutal Ravifher ! that haft undone me, 
Ruin'd my Love ! Can I have Peace with thee ? 
Impoflible ! firftHeav'n and Hell ihall join, 
They only differ more. 

BAJAZET. 

I fee, 'tis vain, 
To court thy ftubborn Temper with Endearments* 
Refolve this Moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, 
Or by the Prophet** holy Law 1 thou dy'ib 
ARPASIA. 
And doft thou think to fright me with that Phantom, 
Death ? 'Tis the greateft Mercy tnou canft give ; . 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, 
One Day fcafce pafling by unmark'd with Blood, 
That Children, by long ufe # have le^rn'd to fcorn it: 
Know, I difdain to aid thy treacherous Purpofe; 
And (houldft thou dare to force me, with my Cries 
I will call Ueav'n and Earth to my Affiftancei 
BAJAZET. 
Con'fufion ! doft thou brave me r " But my Wrath 
Shall find a Paflage to thy fwelling Heart, 
And rack thee worfe, than all the Pains of Death. 
That Grecian Do^ 9 the Minion of thy Wifties, - • 
Shall be.dragg'd forth, and butcher'd ia th?j $»\^x \ 
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Thou (halt behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, 
Then, when he ftares, and gaips, and ftruggles ftrongljr, 
Ev'n in the bittcreft Agony of dying ; 
*Till thou'ihalt rend tly Hair, tear out thy Eyes, 
And curfe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance. 
ARP A $IA. 

Oh ! fatal Image ! All my Pow'rs give way, 
And Refolutiqn nckcns at the Thought ; 
A Flood of Paffion rifes in my Bread, 
And labors fiercely upward to jny Eyes. 
Come all ye great Examples of my Sex, 
Chafle Virgins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons ; 
Ye holy Martyr?, who with wond'rous Faith, 
And Conftancy unfkaken, have fuftain'd 
The Rage of cruel Men, and fiery Perfeciition 5 
Come to my Aid, and teach me to defy 
The Maliceof this Friend. I feel, I feel 
Your facred Spirit arm me to Refinance. 
Yes, Tyrant, I will (land this Shock of Fate ; 
Will live to triumph o'er thee, for a Moment ; 
Then' die well pleas'd, and follow my Mone/es. 
BAJAZET, 

Thou talk'ft it well : But talking is thy Privilege, 
>Tis all the boafted Courage of thy Sex ; 
Tho% for thy Soul, thou dar'ft not meet the Danger. 
A R P AS I A. 

By all my Hopes of Happinefs ! I dare 
My Soul is come within her Ken of Heav*n ; 
Charmed with the Joys arid Beauties of that Place, 
Kfer Thoughts, and all her Cares ihe fixes there, 
And 'tis in vain for thee to rage below : 
Thus Stars fhine bright, and keep their Place above, 
Tho* ruffling Winds deform this lower World. 
BAJAZET. 

This Moment is the Trial. 

ARP ASIA. 

Let it come; 
This Moment then ihall fhew I am a. Greet, 
And /beak my Country's Coutfc%* vxvm^ fc&'tW. 
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B AJ A Z BT. 
"Here, Mercy, I difclaim thee, Mark me Trait'refs ! 
JMy Love prepares a Vi£Um to thy Pride, 
.And when it greets thee next, 'twill be in Blood. 

[Exit Bajazct* 
A RfA $ I A. 
My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
"Ride fwiftly thro* their purple Channels round-: 
'Tis the laft Blaze of Life : Nature revives 
Like a dim winking Lamp, that flafhes brightly 
With parting Light, and ftrait is dark for ever. 
And fee my laft of Sorrows is at hand : 
Death and Mone/es come together to me ; 
j\s if my Stars, that had fo long been cruel, 
Grew kind at laft, and gave me alii wiih. 

Enter Eoneses, guarded by fome Mutes ; others 
attending with a Cup of Poifon and a Bow-firing. 

M O N ES E S. 
I charge ye, O ye Minifters of Fate, 
Be fwift to execute your Matter's Will : 
Sear me to my Arpajia ; let me tell htr 9 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go. 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy fhoots thro* 
My drooping Breaft, as often when the Trumpet 
Has calPd my youthful Ardor forth to Battle ; 
High in my Hope?, and ravifht with the Sound, 
I have rufti'd eager on amidfl the foremoft, 
Topurchafe ViSory, or glorious Death. 
AR PAS I A. 
If it be Happinefs, alas ! to die, 
To lie forgotten in#the filent Grave, 
To Love and Glory loft, and from among 
The great Creator's Works expung'd and blotted, 
Then Very fhortly fhall we both be happy. 
MONESES. 
There is no Room for Doubt, 'tis certain Blifs ; 
- The Tyrant's cruel Violence, thy Lofs, 
Already feems more light, nor has my Sow\ 
One unreported Guilt upon Remem\>i*iK*, 
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To make me dread the JuHice of Hereafter ; 
But (landing now on the lafr/Verge of Life, 
Boldly I view the vaft Abyfs, Eternity, 
Eager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 

A R P A S I A. 
* By all the Truth of our paft Loves I vow I 
To die, appears a very nothing to me: 
But oh ! Mcne/es, fhould I not allow 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sex's Tendernefs ! - 
This very Now, I could put off my Being, 
Without a Groan ; but to behold thee die 
Nature fhrinks in me, at the dreadful Thought, 
Nor can my Conftancy ftrfrain this Blow. 
MO N E S E S. 
Since thou art arm'd/or all things, after Death, 
Why fhould the Pomp and Preparation of it 
Be frightful to thy Eyes ? There's not a Pain, 
Which Age, or Sicknefs brings, the lcfaft Difprder, 
That -vexes any Part of this fine Frame, 
But's full as grievous: All that the Mind feels 
Is much, much more.—— And fee, I go to prove it. 

Enter a Mute ; hejtgns to the reft> who proffer a Bovi* 
firing to .M on eses. 

A R P A S I A. 
Think ere we part ! 

M O N E S E S. 

Of What? 
A R P A S I A. 

Of fomething foft, 
Tender, and kind ; of fomething wond'rous fad. 
Oh ! my full Soul 1 

M O-N E S E $. 
My Tongue is at a lofs, 
Thoughts crowd fo fait, thy Name is all Ive left, 
My kmdeft ! trueft ! deareft ! beft Arpafia 1 

[The Mutes ftruggle with hint* 
A R P A S I A. 
Ihsive a thoufand, thoufand Things to utter, 

A. thou* 
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A thoufand more to hear yet. Barbarous Villains ! 
Give me a Minute. Speak to me Monefes* 
M N E S E 8. 
Speak to thee ? 'Tis the Bufinefs of my Life, 
'Tis all the Ufe I have for vital Air. 
Stand off, ve Slaves ! To tell thee that my Heart 
Is full of thee 5 that ev'n at this dread Moment 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee,, 
.Angels and Light itfelf are not fo fair. 

Enter Bajazet, Haly, and Attendants. 

BAJAZET. 
Ha ! wherefore lives this Dog ? Be quick, ye Slaves; 
And rid me of the Pain. 

MONESES. 

For only Death, 
And the laft Night can (hut out my Arpajia. 

[The Mutes fir angle Monefee. 
A & P A S U. 
Oh I difmal ! 'tis not to be borne. YeMoralifts, 
Ye Talkers, what are all your Precepts now? 
Patience! Diftraclion ! Blaft the Tyrant, blaft him ! 
Avenging Lightnings ; fnatch him hence, ye Fiends ! 
Love ! Death ! Monefes / Nature can no more, 
Ruin is on her> and ihe finks at once. [She Jinks down* 
BAJAZET. 
Help, Haly, raife her up, and bear her out, 

HAir. 
Alas! flie faints. 

A R P A $ f A. 
No, Tyrant, 'tis in vain ; 
Oh ! I am now beyond thy cruel Pow'r : 
The peaceful Slumber of the Grave is. on me : 
Ev'n all the tedious Day of Life I've wander M, 
Bewilder'd with Misfortunes ; 
At length 'tis Night, and I have reached my Home : 
forgetting all the Toils and troubles-paft, 

Weary I'll lay me down, and fleep till — -Oh ! 

&Ve 4\es» 
Vol.L K BA'JA'Lfc^ 
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B A J AZ ET: 

Fly, ye Slaves, 
And fetch me Cordial*, No, fhe fhall not die. 
Spite of her .firilen.Pjride*, I'll hold in Life> 
And force her to be bled againlt her Will, 
HALT. 

Already 'tis beyond the Pow?r of Art ; 
For fee a deadly Cold has froze the BJood, 
The pliant Limbs grow ftiff, and Jofe their U/e t 
And all the animating Fire is quench'd ; 
Ev'n Beauty toais dead ; an aihy Pale 
Grows o'er the Rofes,. the red Lips have loft 
Their fragrant Hue* JSinvant of that fweet Breath/ 
That blelt 'em with its Odours as it paft. 
B AJ A Z ET: 

Can it be poflible ? Can Rage and Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be ib fierce* 
So mortal in a Woman's Heart ^ Confuiion \ 
Is (he efcap'd then ? What is Royalty* 
If thofe thai are my Slaves* and fhould live forme. 
Can die, a pd bid Defiance tomy Pow'x? 

Enter the DerVise. 

D E R V I S E. 

The valiant Omar fends, to tell thy Greatnefs 
The Hour of Flight is come* and urges Hafle ; 
Since he defcries, near Tdmerlane's Pavilion, 
Bright Troops of crowding Torches r who from thence 
On either Hand flretch far into the Night, 
And feem to form a (hirring Front of Battle. 
Behold, ev'n from this Place, thou may'fi: difcern 'em. 

[Looking out. 
BAJAZET. 
By Alba ! yes ! they caft a Day arround 'em, 
And the Plain fcems thick fetwith Stars, asHeav'n. 
Ha ! or my Eyes, are falfe, they move this way ; 
'Tis certain fo. Fly, Hafyg to our Daughter. 

[Exit Half* 1 
Lctfome fecure the ChriftianYimcs. Axali* ; 



T A I* E R i AN Ev tgg 

We wfltlbegorto this Minute. 

Enter Omar* 

O M-JHtr 

Loft! Undone! 
BAJAZET. 
What mean'ft thou ? 

G MAR. 
All our Hopes of Flight are lolU 
Mir*van and Zama, with the Parthian Horfe, 
Inclofe us round, they hold us in a Toil. 
BAjAZET. 
Ha! whence thkfcnexpe&ed Curfe of Chance? 

OMAR. 
Too late I learnt, that early in the Night 
A Slave was fuffer?d by the Princefs*s Order, 
To pafs the Guard ; I cloVe the Villain dowiv. 
Who yielded to his Flight j but that's poor Vengeance* , 
That Fugitive has* raiiPd the CarAp upon us, 
And unperceiv'd by Favor of 4he Night, 
Jn Silenee they have march'd to intercept us; 
BAJAZET. 
My Daughter ! oh ! the Traitrefe ! 
D E R V I S E. 

Yet, wehave < 
Axalla in our Pow'r* and angry Ttmerlane 
Will boy his Fav'rite's Lire on any Terms. 
OMAR. 
With thofe few Friends I have, I for a while 
Can face their Force ; if they refufe us Peace, 
Revenge ihall fweeten Ruin ; and 'twill joy me, 
To cbag my Foe down with me j in my Fall. [ Exit Om; 

Enter Haly v with Selima weeping. 
BAJAZET.* 
See where (he comes \ with well diflembled Innocence* 
AVith Truth and Faith fo lovely iri her Face, 
As if flic durft ev'n difovow the Falfhood.— 
Hop'H thou to make amends wkYuxlftW.TIwx*, • "^ 
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For my loft Crown, and difappointed Vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Selima /thy Fathers Curfe ! 
Bring forth the Minion of her foolifh Heart ; 
He dies this Moment. . ■ ' 

: - HAi r. 

Would I could not fpeak 
The Crime of fatal Love ; the Slave who fled, 
By whom we are undone, was that Axalla. • 

b a y a z e r. 

\&a! fay'ftthou? 

HA L r. 
Hid beneath that vile Appearance, 
The Princefs found a Means, for his Efcape. 
SELIMA. 
I am undone ! ev'n* Nature has difclaim'd me ! 
My Father ! have I loft you all ? My Father ! 
B A J A Z E T. 
Talk'ft thou of Nature r who haft broke her Bands! 
Thou art my Bane, thou Witch! thou Infant Parricide! 
But I will ftudy to be ftrangely cruel ; ' 
I will forget the Folly of my Fondnefs ; 
Drive all the Fath#r frcm my Breaft, now fnatch thee, 
Tear thee to Pieces j drink thy treaxh'rbus Blood, 
And make thee anfwer all my great Revenge : 
Now, bow, thou Traitrefs. [Offers to kill her. 

S E L I M A. 
Plunge the Ponyard deep ! [She. embraces him* / 
The Life my Father gave fhall hear his Summons, 

And iffue at the Wound Start not to feel 

My Heart's warm Blood gufh out upon your Hands, 
Since from your Spring I drew the Purple Stream, 
And I muil pay it back, if you demand it. 
B A J A Z E T. 
Hence! from my Thoughts! thou foft relenting 
Weaknefs. 
Haft thou not giv'n me up a Prey ? betray'd me? 
SELIMA. 
Oh ! not for Worlds ; not ev'n for all the Joys, 
Love, or the Prophet's ParaAvfe cwv %\\* % 



T A M H R L A N E. I97 

Amidft the Fears and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidft the thou fan d Pains of anxious Tendernefs, 
1 made the gentle, kind, Axallafwear, 
Your Life, your Crown, and Honor mould be fafe. 
B A J A Z E T. 
Away ! my Soul difdains the vile Dependance ; 
No, let me rather die, die like a King : 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar's Foot, 
And fay, Have mercy on me ? Hark they come, [Shout * 
Difgrace will overtake my ling'ring Hand : 
Die then; thy Father's Shame, and thine, die with thee. 

[Offers to kill her. 
S E L I M A. 
ForHeav'n, for Pity's fake ! 

B A J A Z E T. 

No more, thou Trifltr ! 
[She catches hold of his Arm % 
Ha ! dar'ft thou bar my Will ? Tear off her Hold. 
SELIMA. 
What, not for Life ? Shou'd not I plead for Lift ; 
When Nature teaches ev ? n the Brute Creation 
To hold fait that, her belt, her nobieft Gift? 
Look on my Eyes, wltom you fo oft have kift, 
And fwore they were your beft-lov'd Queen's, my 

^^lothetV. .i 
Behold 'eni now dreaming for Mercy, Mercy ! 
Look on me ; and deny me, if you can ; 
*Tis but for X*ife I beg ; is that a Boon 
So. hard for me t'obtain ? or you to grant ? 
Oh! fpare,me! fpare your Selima, my Father* 
B AJ A Z E T. 
A lasy Sloth hangs on my Refolution ; 
It is my Selima 7— Ha ! What,? my Child ? 
And can I murder her ?— Dreadful Imagination ! 
Again they come.. I leave her to my Foes ! [SbevH 
And mall they triumph o'er the Race of Bajazet I 
Die, Selima ! Is that a Father's Voice ? 
Roufe, roufe, my Fury! yes, me dies the Vi&tm - 
To my loft Hopts. Out! out\ x\ioufoXv^^*v^ N - 
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uftly (he ihares the Rain (he has made. 

>ei$e her, ye * Slave*, and Arangje her this Moment* 

5 E I I M 4. 

Oh ! let me die by you ! Behold my Breaft ! 
I wo'not fhrink ! oh fave me but from thefe. 

[Tbe Mutes feize Hr* 
BAJ AZ E T* 
Difpatch. 

6 f I IMA* 

B ut for a Moment, while Tpray> 
That Heav'n may guard my Royal Father. 
3 Ay A Z £ T. 

Dofftl 
S E L I M A. 
That you may only blefs me, ere I die. [SbouL 
$ A $ AZ E r. 

Ye tedious Villains ! then the Work isjnine. 

Asjtajzzetruttsat Selima, nuith bis Swsrd, £fff*f Ta- 
merlane, Axalla, &fr. Axajla gets between Bajafcet 
and Selima, <wbilft Tamerlane and ike refi rfriye %dr 
jazet and t 'be Mutes off the \S \age. 

AX ALIA. 
And am I come to fave thee ? Oh ! my Joy ! x 
Be this the whiteft Hour of all my Life ; 
This one Succefs is mpfe than all my WaFS, 
Thenobleil, deareft Glory of my Sword. 
S E I I M A: 
Alas, Axa Ua> Death has been around-me; - 

MyCoward Soul ftill trembles at the Fright, 
And feems but half fecure, ev'n in thy Awns. 
AXALLA, 
Retire, my Fair, and kt me guard thee forth j 
*Blood and tumultuous Slaughter are about us, 
And Danger in her ugUeil Forms is here ; 
Nor will the Pleafui* of jny Heart -be full, 
9 Till 4# my Fears are ended in thy Safety. 
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Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, }A\ft^n 9 
and Soldiers ; with Bajazet, Omar, and the Dervi/'e, 
Prijbners. 

TAMERLANE. 

Mercy at length gives up her peaceful Scepter, 
And Juttice fternly takes her Turn to govern ; 
Tis a rank World, and aflts her keeneft Sword, 
To cut up Villainy of Monftrous Growth. 
Zona, take care, that with the earlielt Dawn, 
Thofe Trakors meet the Fate their Treafon merits. 

[Pointing to Omar and the Dervife* 
[To Bajazet.] For thee, thou Tyrant, whofe oppreihvc 

Violence 
Has ruin'd thofe thou fhould'ft protect at Home, 
Whofe Wars, whofe Slaughters, whofe Affaflinationsj 
(That bafeft Thirft of Blood, that Sin of Cowards) 
Whofe Faith fo often giv'n and always violated, . ' 
Have been th' OiFence of Heav'n, and Plague of Earth* 
What Puniihment is equal to thy Crimes ? 
The Doom, thy Rage defign'd for me, be thine : 
Clos'd in a Cage, like fome deflrudlive Beaft, 
I'll have thee borne about, in public View, 
A great Example of that Righteous Vengeance 
That waits on Cruelty, and Pride like thine. 

B A J A Z E T. 
- It is beneath me to decline my Fate ; 
I Hand prepar'd to meet thy utmoft Hate : 
Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph fee ; 
None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free* 
I'll curfe thee with my laft, my parting Breath j 
And keep the Courage of my L fe in Death ; 
Then boldly venture on that World unknown : 
It cannot ufe me Worfe, than this has done. 

[Exit Bajazet guarded, 
TAMERLANE. 

Behold the vain EfFedU of Earth-born Pride, 
Chat fcorn'd Hcav'n's Laws, and all its Pow'r defy'd 5 
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That could the Hand, which form'd it firft forget, 

jlnd fondly fay, I made myfelf be great : 

But juftty thofe above aflcrt their Swajr, 

And teach ev'n Kings what Homage they fliould pay ; 

Who then Rule belt, when mindful to Obey. 

[Exeunt Qntneu 
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Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 

TO O well we faw what tttvft have been our Fate, ^ 
When Harmcny, with Beauty joined of late, > 

Threatened the Ruin of our Jinking State, \ 

Till you from whom our Being we receive, 

In Pity Bid your own Creation live. 

fTith moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 

And fix } d, once more, that Jhining Circle here* 

The Lyre you bring is half Apollo'/ Praife ; 

fie ours the Tafk'to win and -wear his Bays. 

Thin Hbiijes vderi before fo frequent to us, *'* 

We wanted not a Proje& to undo us* 

We feldom faw your Honors but by chance, 

Asfome Folks meet their Friends in Spain and France % 

Twas Verfe decaf d, or Politicks improved, 

That had eft rang *d you thus from what you lav* d. 

Time 'was, when bufy Faces were a J eft ; 

When Wit and Pleafure were in moft requeft ; 

When chearful Thealres with Cronvds were grac'd; 

But thofe good Days of Poetry are paft ; 

Now four Reformers in an empty Pit, 

With Table-Booh, as at a he Sure fit, 

To take Notes, and give Evidence 9 gainft Wit. 

Thofe who were once our Friends, employ* d elfewbere, 

Axe hufy now in fettling Peace and War. 
' WitJS careful Brows at TomV and Will'/ they meet, 

And afk who did E led ions lofe or get 
-Our Friend has loft it Faith I'm forry for't 

He's a good Man, and ne'er was for the Court. ; 

He to no Government will fue for Grace ", 

By Want of Merit fafe againft a Place .\ By 

£ s 
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IfyTptft a*V8&bt mate, and fvtixn ftppofi 
Jill who are uppermofi, us England's Foes. 
I^Whie or Tory, any Side prevail* „ 
StiaJtishij conftajp Pru&legeA rail. : 

Another, that the Tax and War may ceafe, 
Talks of the Duke of Anjou'j Right 9 and Peaces 
And* ffcm Spain'j at>//£ Example, is fur taking 
A Vice^ Roy of the mighty Monarch's making ; 
JVho Jhould all Rights and jLiherties maintain > 
And Engliin Laws hy learned fir agpons explain* 

Come, leave thefe Politics, and follow Wit ; 
Here uncontrokV d you may in Judgment Jit : 
We'll never differ ivith a crowded Pit, 
We* 11 take you all, e-v'n on your own Conditions* 
Think ytu Great Men, and nvcnd'rous Politicians ; 
And, if you flight the Offers which we make you >, 
£# Brentford Prices will for State/men takiy^H^ 
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TO HER 

GRACE the DUTCHESS 

OF 

O R M O N Z>. 



rjpHE Privilege of Poetry (W if- may 

Jt be the Vanity of the Pretenders to it) 

has given 'em a Kind of Right to pretend 

\ at the fame lime, to the Favor of thof^ 
whom' their high Birth and excellent Quali- 
ties have placed in a very diftinguiJhing Man- 
ner above the reft of the World. If this be 
not a received Maxim* yet I an* furq I am 

'tov-tiifh it were, that,! may have at le'aft 
forne kind of Excufe for laying this Tragedy 
at your Grace's Feet. I have too .much 
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Reafon to fear that it may prove but an in- 
different Entertainment to Your Grac*, 
fince, if I have any Way fucceeded in it, it 
has been in defcribing thofe violent Pafiions 
which have been always Strangers _to fo 
happy a Temper, and fo noble andib exalt- 
ed a Virtue as Your Grace is Miftrefe 
of. Yet for all this, I cannot but confefs 
the Vanity which I have to hope that there 
may be fomething fo moving in the Mis- 
fortunes and Diftrefs of the Play, as may 
be not altogether unworthy of Your Gr ac£'s 
Pity. This is one of the main Defigns of; 
Tragedy-, and to excite this generous Pity in , 
the grtateft Minds, may pafe for fomeJ^nd : 
ofSuccefs in this Way of Writing. l!ami 
fenfibk of the Prefumptioa I am guilty of , 
by this Hope, add liow much is it that I ' 
pretend to in Your Grace's Approbation^ 
if it be my good Fortune to meet with any* 
little Share of k, I £baU always look upon : 
it as much more to me than the general Ap- 
plaufe of the, Theatre, or even the Praifc of • 
& good Critic, Your Grace's Name- 'is 
the bed Prote&ion this Play caa hope for, 
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^fince the World, ill-natur*d as it is, agrees 
Sn an univerfal Refpedt and Deference for 
"Your Grace's Perfon and Charafter. In 
io oenforibus an Age as this is, where Malice 
furniflies out all the public Conversations^ 
were every Body pulls and is pull'd to Pieces 
oi courfe, and where there is hardly fuch a. 
Thing as bc\n<r merry, but- at Another's Ex- 
pence; yet by a public and uncommon Jtiftice 
to the Dutchefs of Ormonde Hes Name has 
aever been mention'd but as. it. ought, tho* 
JShe has Beauty enough to grbvoke Detrac- 
tion from the faireft of Her own Sex, and 
Virtue enough to make the Loofe and Differ 
%ite of the other (a very formidable Party) 
'Her Enemies. Inftead of this, they agree to 
fey nothing of Her but what She deferves: 
"That Her Spirit is worthy of Her Birth * Her 
Sweetnefs > of the Love and Refpeft of all the 
World •, Her Piety, of Her Religion \ Her 
Servicfc, of her Royal Miftrefs; and Her 
Beauty and Truth, of Het Lord-, that in 
fhort every Part of Her Character is Jpft, 
and that She is the beft Reward for one of 
the greateft Heroes this Age has ptodue'd* 
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This, Madam, is what You muft allow 
. People every where to fay ; thofe whom You 
fhall- leave behind You in England will have 
fomething further to add, the Lofs we (hall 
- fuffer by Your Grace's Journey to Ireland; 
the Queen's Pleafure, and the Impatient 
Wilhesof that Nation, are about to deprive 
jqs of Two of our public Ornaments. But 
there is no arguing againft Reafons fo preva- 
lent as thefc. Thofe who fhall lament Your 
Grace's Abfence will yet acquiefce in the 
Wifdom and Juftice of Her Majesty's 
Choice : Among all whofe Royal Favours none 
could be fo agreeable, upon a thoufand Ac- 
counts, to that People, as the Duke of Or- 
tnond. With what, Joy,, what Acclamations 
ftiall they meet at/Governor; who, befide their 
.former Obligation^ to his Family, has fo lately 
ventur'd His Life and Fortune for their Pre- 
servation, ? What Duty,, what Submiflion. 
Jhall they not pay to. that Authority which 
the Queen has delegated to &Perfon fo.deaf v 
tp«'em? And with whatHonour, what R&- 
Ipect fhall they receive Your. G.R ace, when 
$}iey look ujgea You as the Nobteft^and Bell 



DEDICATION. 

Pattern her Majesty couM fend 'em, of 
Her own Royal Goodnefs, and perfonal Vir- 
tues?. They fhall behold Your Grace wkh 
the fame Pleafure the Englijb fhall take when- 
ever it fhall be their good Fortune to fee You 
return again to Your Native Country. In 
England Your Grace is become a- public 
Concern ; and, as your going away will be at- 
tended with a general Sorrow, fo Your Re- 
turn fhall give as general a Joy % and to none 
of thofemany, more than to, 



MADAM % , 



Tour G r a^c eV moft vhedknt, and 



tnpji bumble Servant^ 



*L^O^^ 



PR O L O G V E 

Spoken by Mr. BETTtEJiTroN. 



LONG has theF*te of > Kings and "Empire* lem 
The comrrnn Bus'nefs of the Tragi* Scene % 
As if Misfortune made the Throne 4ser Seat, % 
And nine ceu'd he unhappy hut the Great* 

• Dearly, 'tis true, each buys the Crown he wears* 
And many are the mighty "Monarch's Cares ; 
My foreign Fees and home-bred Factions preft, 
Few are the Joys he knows, andjhort his Hours of Reft. 
Stories like thefe with Wonder we may hear; 7 

But far remote, and in a higher Sphere, V 

We ne'er can pity 'what we ne'er canjhare: j 

Like diftant Battles of the Pole and Swede, J 

Which frugal Citizens o'er Coffee read, > 

Carelefs for who Jhall fail, or whofucceed* J. 

therefore an humbler Theme our Author cbo/e, 
A\fvelancholy Tile of private Woes>: \ 

No Princes here loft Royalty bemoan, 
But you Jhall meet with Sorrows like your own} 
Here fee imperious Love his Vaffals treat, 
As hardly as Ambition does the Great i 

' See how fucceejding Pujjions rage by turns t 
How fierce the Youth with Joy and Rapture burns f 
And how to Death, for Beauty loft, he mourns. 

Let' no nice Tafte the Poet's Art arraign, 
fyfome frail vicious Cbarafiers he feign ; 



PROLOGFE. 

Who nufitesfhotfd filttlet Nature he his Care* 

Itfix Shades with Lights, and not paint all things fair, 

But jhewyou Men and Women as they are* 

With Deference to the fair he bade me fay % 

few to Perfection ever found the Way ; 

Many in many Parts are known, t J excel> 

But U'were too hard for One to a& all <we/l; 

Wbomjuftly Life -would through each Scene cdmmend % • 

YbeMaid 9 the Hfife, theMi/refs, and the Friend i . 

%his jige % ?tistrue> has one great Injiance feen % 

4fl4 H0*V*n in jMftia mate tbaJM* 4 *2jf<Mt* 
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Dramatis Perfonse. 

MEN. 

SC10LT0, a Nobleman of Grama, 1 .. „ 

Father to Califia. ^Mr. Bonman. 

Moment 9 a young Lord, in Love! 

with Califia, and defign'd her > Mr. Verlruggtn* 
Hufband by Sciolt*. } 

Htratio, his Friend. Mr. Bftterto/t* 

Utharti, a young Lord, and Enemy \ M p n 

Rofano, his Friend. Mr. Baity, 



WOMEN. 
Califia* Daughter to Sciolto, Mrs. Awry. 

X ^wffcto S £//!? ^^'^ and ]Mrs.^^/r^. 
lucilla, Confident to Califia. Mrs. Priircf. 

Servants to Sciolto. 

SCENE, Sciolto'j Palace and Garden* 
with fom'e Part of the Street near it y in 

G £ N O A. 



THE 

FAIR PENITENT. 

A C T I. S C E N E I. 

A Garden belonging to Sciolto'j Palace. 

torAitAMONT and Horatio. 

AL TAMONT. 

LE T this aufpicious Day be ever facred, 
No Mourning, no Misfortunes happen on it ; 
Let it be mark'd for Triumphs and Rejoicings ; 
Let happy Lovers ever make it holy, 
Choofe it to blefs their Hopes, and crown their Wiflies; ' 
This happy. Day that gives me my Califta. 
HORATIO. 
Yes, Altamont\ to Day thy better Stars > 
Are join'd, tt> fhed their kindeft Influence on thee : 
Scioltoh noble Hand that rais'd thee firft, 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy Father's Grave, 
Compleats its Bounty and reftores thy Name 
To that high Rank and Luftre which it boafted, 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot 
The Merit of thy Godlike Father's Arms '; 
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Before that Country which he long had feiVd* 
In watchful Councils, and in Winter Camps, 
Had tail off his white Age to Want and Wretchednefe*, 
Aad made their Court to F^&ion by his Ruin; 
ALTAMONT. 

Oh great Scioko ! ©h my more than Father ! 
Let me not live, but at- thy very Name 
My eager Heart fprings up, and leaps with Joy. 
When I forget the vaft vaft Debt I owe thee, 
(Foj$* I but 'tis impoftble) then let me r * 
Forget the Ufefcnd Privilege of Reafon, 
be driven from the Commerce of Mankind* 
To wander in the Defart among Brutes* 
To bear the various Fury of the Seafons,- 
The Night's unwholfome Dew and Noon-day's Heat* 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curfe of Heav'n. 
HORATIO. 

So open* fo unbounded was his Goodnefs, 
It reach'd ev'n-me, becaufe I was thy Friend. 
When that Great Man i lov'd,' thy Noble Father, 
Bequeath'd thy gentle Sifter to my Arms, 
His laft dear Pledge and Legacy of Friendihip* 
That happy Tye made me Sceoho's Son ; 
He call'd us his* and with a Parent's Fondnefs 
Indulg'd us in his Wealth, blefs'd us with Plenty, v 
Heal'd all our Cares, and fweeten'd Love itfelf. 
A LT A MO NT. 

By Heav'n, he found my Fortunes fo abandoned* 
That nothing but a Miracle could raife r eihi; 
My Father's Bounty, and the State's Ingratitude* 
Had ftripp'd him bare, nor left him ev'n a Grave j 
Undone my felf, and finking with his Ruin. 
I had no Wealth to bring, nothing to fuccour him* 
But fruitlefs Tears. 

HORATIO. 
Yet what thou couldft thou didft* 
And did'ft it like a Son ; when his hard Creditors, 
Urg'd and aflifted by Lothario's Father, 
(Foe to thy Houfe, and Rival of tiuetsGwatnefs) 



By Sentence of the cruel Law forbid 
His venerible Corps to reft in Earth* . ■ » ■ 
Thou gav'ft thyfelf a Ratifom f or his Bbnesj 
With Piety uh common, didfr give tip: , 

The hopeful Youth to Slaves who ne'er knew Mercy % . 
Sour, unrelenting^ Money4oring > Villains^ 
Who laugh at Human. Nature and Forgivenefs, 
And art, like Fiends, the Favors of Defiru&ion. , 
fccfav'n, who beheld the pious A&, approved it» 
And bad£ Sa'olta's Bounty be its Proxy, 
To blefs thy filial Virtue. with,. Abundance* 
ALf AMO&T. 
Bat fee he ^omes, the Author of ray HappinefB* 
^TheJMan who fav'dmy Life from deadly Sorrow, 
Who bids my Days be bleft with Peace and Plenty, 
And fatisfies my Soul with Love and Beauty* , 

Enter Sciolto, he runs to At tamonY and . 
embraces bins. 

SCIOLTO, 

Joy to thee, Altamont ! Joy to myfeff ! 
Joy to this happy Morn, that makes thee mine* 
That kindly grants what Nature had deny'd me^ 
And makes me Father of a Son like thee. 
ALTAMONT. 

My Father 1 oh let me unlade my Breait, 
Pour out the Fulnefs of my Soul before you, 
Shew e\*ry tertder, ev'ry grateful Thought, 
This wond'rous Goodnefs ftirs. But 'tis impoulblei 
And Utterance all is vile ; iince I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never "tell how much. 
SCIOLTO. 

Itis^nough; I know thee, thou art honeft i 
GoodnVts innate, and Worth hereditary 
Are in thy Mind ; thy noble Father's Virtues 
Spring frefhly forth, and bloflbm in thy Youth. 
ALTAMONT. 

Thus Heav'n from nothing rais'd his fair Creation, 
And then with wond'rous Joy belield its Beauty, 
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Well plcas'd to fee the Excellence he gave. 
SCIOLTO; 

Oh noble Youth ! I fwear, fince firft I knew thee* 
Ev'n from that Day of Sorrows when I faw thee 
Adorn'd and lovely in thy filial Tears, 
The Mourner and Redeemer of thy Father 
I fet thee down aad feal'd thee for my own : 
Thou art my Son, ev'n near me as Califta. 
Horatio and Lavinia too are mine ; [Embraces Hpr. 
AH are my^ Children, and fhall fhare my Heart ; 
But wherefore wafte we thus this happy Day ? 
The laughing Minutes fummon thee to Joy, 
And with new Pleafures court thee as they pafs ; 
Thy waiting Bride ev'n chides thee for dnaying, 
And fwears thou com 'ft not with a Bridegroom's Hade. 
ALT A MO NT. 

Oh ! cou'd I hope there was one Thought of Altamonu 
One kind Remembrance in Califta's Breaft, 
The Winds, with all their Wings ? would be too flow 
To bear me to her Feet. For Oh ! my Father, 
Amidft the Stream of joy that bears me on, 
Bleft as I am, and honor'd in your Friendfhip, 
There is one Pain that hangs upon mV Heart. 
SCIOLTO. f 

What means my Son ? 

A LT A MO NT, 

When at your Interceflion, 
Laft Night Califta yielded to my Happinefs, 
Juft ere we parted, as I feal'd my Vows 
With Rapture on her Lips, I found her cold, 
As a dead Lover's Statue on his Tomb ; 
A rifmg Storm of Paffion fliook her Breaft, 
Her Eyes a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, 
And then me figh'd as if her Heart were breaking 
With all the tend'reft Eloquence of Love 
I begg'd to be a Sharer in her Grief; 
But (he, with Looks averfe, and Eyes that froze me, 
Sadly reply 'd, her Sorrows were her own, 
Nor in a Father's Power to difpofe of. 

SCIOLTO. 
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SCIOLTO. 
Away ! It is the Cozenage of their Sex, 
One of the common Arts they pra&ife on us : \. 

To figh and weep, then when their Hearts beat high* 
With Expe&ation of the coming Joy. 
Thon haft in Camps and fighting Fields been bred, 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women ; 
The Virgin Bride, who fwoons with deadly Fear, 
To fee the End of all her Wi(hes near, 
When bluftiing from the Light and public Eyes, 
To the kind Coven of the Night fhe flies, 
With equal Fires to meet the Bridegroom moves, 
Melts in his Arms, and with a Loofe fhe loves* [Exeunt* 

Enter Lo t h a r i o and R o s s a n o. 

LOTHARIO. 
The Father and the Hufband ! 

ROSSANO. 

Let thempafs. 
They faw us not. 

LOTHARIO. 
I care not if they did, 
Ere long I mean to meet 'em Face to Face, 
And gaul 'em with my Triumph o'er Califta. 
ROSSANO. 
Yo;i lov'd her once. 

LOTHARIO. 
I lik'd her* wou'd have marry'd her* 
But that it pleas'd her Father to refufe me, 
To make this Honourable Fool her Hufband. 
For which, if I forget Jiim, may the Shame 
I mean to Brand his Name with, flick on mine* 
ROSSANO. 
She, gentle Soul, was kinder than her Father. 

LOTHARIO. 
She was, and oft in private gave me hearing, 
Till, by long lift'ning to the foothing Tale, 
At length her eafy Heart was wholly mine. 

L • R t> & 
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~ RO S S ANO. t ....-■," 
I've heard you oft defcribe her, Haughfy^ Infitfent, 
And.fierce with high Dffdain ; it moves my^oVler, "; 
Thfc't Virtue thus defended, fhoitfdWjdelcJed * ! ! 

A Prey toloofeDefires. . * : «r 4 , , r, ,' ; 

LOTHARIO. - [,r 

Hear then, I'll tell, ,thee. 
Once 5n a lone and fecret Hour of Night, 
When ev'ry Eye Was clos'd, and the pale Moon 
And Stirs alone fhone confcious of the Theft, 
Hot with the Tufcan Grape, and high in Blood, 
Hap'ly'I ftole unheeded to her Chamber. x 

RO S S A NO. ' * 

That Minute Aire was lucky. 

LOTHARIO. 

Oh 'twas great X 
I found the fond, believing love-iick Maid, * 

Loofe, unattir'd, warm, tender, full of Wifhgs : 
Fiercenefs and Pride, "the Guardians of her Honor, 
Were charm'd to Jleft, . an4 Love along was waking. * 
Within her rifing Bofom all was calm, 
As peaceful Seas that know no Storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and dQwn by Tides. 
I fnatch'iihe glorious, golden Opportunity; 
And with prevailing, youthful Ardor preft her, 
Till, with ihort Sighs, and murmuring Reluctance, ' - 
The yielding Fair One gave me perfect Happinefs. 
tv'n all the live-long Night we pafs'd in Blifs, 
In Ecltafies too fierce to Tall for ever ; " . 

At length«the Morn and cold Indifference cain'e ; 
When fully fated with the lufcious Banquet,' 
I haftily took Leave, and left the Nymph 
To think on what was pafl, and figh alone. 
RO S SANO. 
You faw her foon again ? 

LOTHARIO* 

Too foon I faw her i 
For Oh ! that Meetirig was not like the former ; 
I found my Heart no mote YraxY&^mx^Traufgort, 
No more I figh'd, and ta&gpo&f & fet ^t^wrax- 
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^Twas paft, and Reafon took her Turn to reign, 
-While ev'ry Weaknefs fell before her Throne. 
; ROSSANO* 

What of the Lady ? 

L OT HA RIO. 

With uneafy Fondnefs 
She hung upon me, wept* andfigh'd, and fwofe ; 

She was undone ; talk'd of a Prieft, and Marriage | ' 
Of flying with me from her Father'* Pow'r ; 
Call'd every Saint and blefled. Angel down, 
To witnefs for her that me was my Wife.* 
I ftar ted at that Name. 

R O S $ A N O. • 

What Anfwer made you} 
L QTHARIO. 
None ; bat pretending fudden Pain and Illnefs 
Efcap'd the Perfecution : two Nights fmce, 
By Me/Tage urg'd; and frequent Importunity, 
Again I iaw her. Strait with Tears and €fighs', 
With fwelling Breafts, with Swooning and'Drftra&ion^ 
With all the Subtleties and pow'rful Arts 
Of wilful Woman lab'ring for her Purpofe, 
Again fhe told the fame dull naufeous Tale/ 
Urimov'd, I begg'd her fpare the ungrateful Subject, 
Since I refolv'd, that Love and Peace of Mind 
Might flour ifh long inviolate betwixt us, 
Never to load it with the Marriage Chain ; 
That I would (till retain her in my Heart, 
My ever-gentle Miftrefs and my Friend ; 
But for v thofe other Names of Wife and Hufband, 
They only meant III- nature, Cares, and Quarrels. 
RO S S A NO. 
How bore flie this Reply ? 

LOTHARIO. 

Ev'n as the Earth, 
When (Winds pent up, or eating Fires beneath 
Shaking the M(afs) fhe labors with Deftruclion. 
At firft Tier Rage was dumb, and wanted Words, 
But when the Storm found way, '*«*& w\& «x&\<svA« 

L 2 Vl-A^ 
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Mad as the PrieMefc of the Delphic God, 
Enthufiaftic Pafflon fwell'd her Breaft, 
Enlarg'd her Voice, and raffled all her Form ; 
Proud, and difdainful of the Love I profler'd, 
She call'd me Villain ! Monitor ! bale Betrayer ! 
At laft, in very Bittcrncfs of Soul, 
'With deadly Imprecations on herfelf, 
She vow'd (evenly ne'er to fee me more ; 
Then bid me fly that Minute : I obey 'd, 
And bowing left her to grow cool at leifure. 
R O S S A N O. 
She has relented fmce, elfe why this MeJTage, 
To meet the Keeper of hef Secret* here 
This Morning t 

m LOTHARIO. 

See the Perfon whom yon nam'd. 

Enter Luc-ill a. 

Well, .my Ambafladrefs, what muft we treat of? 
Come you to menace War and proud Defiance, 
Or does the peaceful Olive grace your Meflage ? 
' Is your Fair Miftrefs calmer ? Does fhe foften ? 
And mull we love again ? Perhaps me means 
To treat in Juncture with her new Ally, 
And make her Hufband Party to-th* Agreement 

LUC I L L A. 
Is this well done, my Lord ? Have you put off 
All Senfe of Human Nature ? Keep a little, 
A little Pity to diftinguiih Manhood ; 
Left other Men, tho* cruel, ihou'd difclaim you, 
And judge you to be number'd with the Brutes. 

LOTHARIO. 
I fee thou'ft learnt to rail. 

L V C I L I A. 

I've learnt to weep ; 
That teflon my fad Miftrefs often gives me:* 
By Day fhe feeks fome melancholy Shade, 
To hide her Sorrows from the prying World ; 
At Night ihe watches all tiieto^lou£ Hours, 
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Andliftens to the Winds and beating Rain, 
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall as faft. 
Then ever and anon fhe wrings her Hands, 
And cries, Falfe ! falfe Lothario ! 

LOTHARIO. 
On, no more ! 
I fwear thou'lt fpoil thy pretty Face with Crying, 
And thou haft Beauty that may make thy Fortune ; 
Some keeping Cardinal (hall dote upon thee, 
And barter his Church Treafure for thy Frefhnefs. 
LVCILLA. 
What \ (hall I fell my Innocence and Youth, 
For Wealth or Titles, to perfidious Man ! 
To Man ! who makes his Mirth of our Undoing t 
The bafe, profeft Betrayer of our S<x I 
Let me grow old in all Misfortunes elfe, 
Rather than know the Sorrows of Califta. 
LOTHARIO. , 
Does flic fend thee to chide in her Behalf ? 
I fwear thou doft it with fo good a Grace, 
That I could almoft love thee for thy frowning. 
LVCILLA. 
Read there, my Lord ; there, in her own fad Liner, 



[Giving a Letter* 
Woes, 



Which beft can tell the Story of her Woes, 
That Grief of Heart which your Unkindncf* gives her. 
[Lothario reads.} 
Tour Cruelty— Obedience to my Father — give my Hand 
to Altamont. 
By Heav'n ! 'tis well Tfuch ever.be the Gifts, , 
With which I greet the Man whom my Soul hates. 

But to go on ! 

JTiJb—— Heart Hono r ■ ton faitblefp—* 

WeAkneJs— To-morrow— hift TremMe—lefl CaMa. 
Women I fee can change, as well as Men ; 
She writes me Here, for&kea as I am, 
That I fhoald bind my Brows with mournful Willow* 

L 3 *** 
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Fcr (he has giv'n her Hand to Altamont : 

Yet tell the Fair Inconftant 

L U C 1 L L J. 

How, my Lord .* 
LOTHARIO. 
Nay, no more angry Words : .fay to Califta* 
The hiimbleft of her Slaves fhall wait her pleafure j - 
If fhecan leave her happy Hulband's Arms, 
To tliink upon fo loft a Thing as I am. 
L U C I L L A. 
Alas I fbrPity come with gentler Looks ; 
Wound not her Heart with this unmanly Triumph ; 
An&tho' you love her not, yetfvvear you do - x 
So fhitll Diflembling once be virtuous in you. 
LOTHARIO. 
Ha! who comes here ? 

LU C I L L A. 
The Bridegroom's Friend,, Horatiu 
He mufl not fee us here j To-morrow early 
Be at the Garden Gate. 

LOTHARIO.' 

Bear to~ my Love ' 
My kindeft Thoughts, and fwear I will not fail her. 

• [Lothario /«///*£ up the Letter bafii/y,. drops it> 
as be goes out. 
[Exeunt Lothario and Roflano one Way % Lu- 
cilla another. 

Enter Horatio, 

HORATIO. 
Sure *tis the very Error of my Eye6 : 
Wakittg I dream, or I beheld Lothario ; 
He feem'd conferring with Califta's Woman : 
At-my Approach they ftarted, and retired.- 
What Bu&'neifs cou'd he have here, and with her ? 
I know he bears the noble Altamont 
Profefl and deadly Hate— -What Paper's this ? 

. \Takinguptbtl*ti*+. 
i x ., L . F Hal 
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Ha ! To Lothario /— -sdeath ! Califa'sWume. {Opening it. 
Confufion and Misfortune i [#*Wf. 

'V m O'U'R Cruelty has at length determined me > and I ha<ve 
refold d this Morning to yield a perfetl Obedience to 
my Father, and to give. my Hand to Altamont, in Spite 
of my We2iknefs for the falfe Lothario. / could almojt 
*wijb I had that Heart, and that Honour to bejlo-w 'with 
it, *wbichyouba < verohb y d.meof: 

Damnation tp the reft [Reads again. 

But oh / .I/satif could I retried \ r em* J jhiwldv gain be un- 
done by the, tdo fabtbkjs, yet 1 00 loitdj/i ho thariov ! This is 
the. laJtMTeakneJ}. of my Pen, and. Tjo-'mortow Jhall be the 
laf id which 1 will indulge my Eyes.,\ LucHia Jhall con- 
duft you, if you ark kind \enoi\gk to let /me fee you ; it Jhall 
be the laft trouble you Jhall meet mtsth from . 

.0\ ^ \. V. u \\ The \o{i Calif a. 

The loft indeed rferjAo^t^i^^^vfar, »> ' 

As there cjyjjg? fofafch. ; ; l^eja^d .SuipW ! 
Hell is the fole Avengerypf\fuch Crimes. 
Oh that the Ruin were but alfc fijiy own,} . 
Thou wilt ev'n ma^ey thy Fatiervcuffe his Age; 
^ Sight, of this bJack S^rowl, the gentle Altamont 
(For oh ! T know his Heart is fet upon thee) 
Shalkdroop, and hang his difcontented Head, ■ 
Like Merit fcom'd by infolent Authority, 
Arid never grace the Public with his Virtues.—— 
Perhaps, ( ey ; 'n now, he. gazes fondly on her, 
And thinking Soul and Body, both alike, 
BlefTes t}ie,perfe& Workmanfhip of Heav'n; 
Then fighing, to his ev'ry. Care. fpeaks Peace, 
And bids his Heart be fatisfy'd with Happinefs. 
Oh, wjretched Huftand ! while ihe hangs about thee 
With i4}e Blandi,ftun?nts, and play§ tijc fond one, 
Ev'n then her hot Invagination wanders, ; ( , , 
Contriving Riot, and loofef/papes of L,qve; ^ : , 
And.wjiile fh« elafps-tjiee clpfe,, niakes $hee a ^on#er> 
What if I give this Paper to het &&mi' " * 
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It follows that his Juftice dooms her dead, 
And breaks his Heart with Sorrow; hard Return, 
For all the Good his Hand has heap'd on us :■ 
Hold, let me take a Moment's Thought. 

Enter L a v i n i a. 
LAFINIA. 

My Lord ! 
Traft me, it joys my Heart that I have found you. 
Enquiring wherefore you had left the Company, 
Before my Brother's Nuptial Rites were ended, 
They told me you had felt fome fudden IUnefs ; 
Where are you fick ? Is it your Head ? your Heart? 
Tell me, my Love, and eafe my anxious Thoughts, 
That I may take you gently in my Arms, 
Sooth yon to Reft, and (often all your Pains. 
HORATIO. 
It were unjuft : no, let me (pare my Friend, 
Lock up the fatal* Secret in my Breaft, 
Nor tell him that which will undo his Quiet* 
LAFINIA. 
What means my Lord i 

HORATIO. 

Ha! faidft thou, my ttmniat 
LAFINIA. 
Alas ! you know not what you make me fuffer ? 
Why are you pale ? Why did you ftart and tremble i 
Whence is that Sigh ? And wherefore are your Eye* 
Severely rais'd to Heav'n ? The fick Man thus, 
Acknowledging the Summons of his Fate, 
Lifts up his feeble Hands and Eyes for Mercy, 
And with Confufion thinks upon his Audit. 
HORATIO. 
Oh no ! thou haft miftook my Sicknefs quite, 
Thefe Pangs are of the Soul. Wou'd I had met 
§harpeft Convulfions, fpotted Peftilences, 
Or any other deadly Foe to Lire, 
Rather than heave bwtth. this Load of Thought. 

VAVV 
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LAFINIA. 

Alas ! what is it ? ^Vherefore turn you from me ? 
Why did you falfly call me your Lavinia, 
And (Wear I was Horatio's better Half, 
Since now you mourn unkindly by yourfelf, 
And rob me of my Partnerfhip of Sadnefs ? 
^Witnefs, you Holy Powers, who know my Truth, 
There cannot be a Chance in Life fo miferable, 
Nothing fo very hard but I could bear it, 
Much rather than my Love fhould treat me coldly, 
And ufe me like a Stranger to his Heart* ' 
H OR A T I O. 

Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
But m'oft from thee. I never knew a Pleafurc, 
Gught that was joyful, fortunate or good, » 
But itrait I ran to blefs thee with the Tidings, 
"And laid up all xnv Happinefs with thee : 
But wherefore, wherefore fhould I give thee Pain? 
Then fpafe me, I conjure thee; aft no farther; 
Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
And let 'em brood in Secret o'er their Sorrows. 
LAFINIA. 

It is enough; chide not, and all is well; 
forgive me if I faw you fad, Horatio, 
And afk'd to weep out Part of your Misfortunes ; 
I wo'not prefs to know what you forbid me ; 
Yet, my lov'd Lord, yet you mull grant me this* 
Forget your Cares for this one happy Day ; 
Devote this Day to Mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
For his dear Sake let;Peace be in your Looks : 
Ev'n now the jocund Bridegroom wants your Wifhesy 
He thinks the Priell has but half bleft his Marriage, 
'Till his Friend hails him with the Sound of Joy. 
HORATIO. 

Oh never! never I never! Thou art innocent: 
Simplicity from 111, pure native Truth, 
And Candor of the Mind adorn thee ever ; 
But there are fuch, fuch falfe Ones in the World, 
'Twould fill thy gentle Soul with wil4 Amazement 
To hear t)ieir Story told. 

Lj UVU 
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L AV 1 IV I A . 

Falfe Ones, my Lord !: 
HORATIO. 
•Fatally Fair they are ; and, in their Smiles, 
The Grace's, little Loves, and young Defires inhabit^. 
But all that gaze upon 'em are undone; 
v For they afe falfe, luxurious in their Appetites, 
v And all theHeav'n they hope for is Variety; 
One Lover to' another Hill fucceeds, 
Another, and another after that, 
And the laft Fool is welcome as the former : 
'Till haying lov'd.his Hpur,out, he gives Place*. 
And mingles with the Herd that went before him. 
L A V I N J A. 
Can there be fuch ? And have they Peace of Mind r* 
Have they in all the Series of their changing, 
One^happy Hour? If Women are fuch Things,, 
How was I form'd fo different from my Sex ! 
My little Heart is fatisfy'd with you, 
You take u p all her Room ; as in a, Cottage 
Which/harbors fome benighted Princely Stranger, f 
Where the good Man, proud of his Hofpitality> 
'Yields all his homely Dwelling to his Gueft, 
And hardly keeps a Corner for himfelf* 
H O R A T I Q; 
Gh, were they all like thee, Men wimld adore 'em^ 
And a 4 !! the Bus'nefs of, their Lives be loving^ -, 
•The Nuptial Band fhou'd be the.P.ledge of Peace,. 
And all domeftic Cares and Quarrek ceafe; 
The World fhou'd learn to love by virtuous Rules, , 
£nd Carriage be np n\ore the Jeft.of Fools,/ [gxtuntx. 
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A CT II. SCENE I, • 

A H A h •■£.- 

'' 'Enter C a l i s t a «WL dcilu. 

CALISTJ, 

BE dumb for ever, filent as the Grave, 
Nor. let thy. fond officious Love, difturb 
My fqlemn Sadnefs with the Sound of joy. 
If thou wilt footh me, tell fome difmal Tale 
Of pining Difcontent, and black Defpair ; 
For oh! I've gone around through all- n>y Thoughts, 
But all are Indignation, Love or Shame, 
And my dear Peace of Mind is loft for ever. 

::.}, luc it la. 

Why do voir follow 1U11 that wand'ring Fire, 
That has mifs-led your weary Steps, and leaves you 
Benighted in a Wildernefs of Woe ? 
*That falfe Lothario! Turn from the Deceiver; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Ahamont t 
Kind as the fofteft Virgin, of our Sex, 
And faithful as the fimple Village Swain, . 
That never 'knew the courtly Vice of Changing, 
Sighs at your Feet, and wooes you to be happy. 
CJLISTJ. 

Away, I think not of him. My fad Soul 
Has- forin'd a difmal melancholy Scene, 
Such a* Retreat as I wou!d wiih to find ; 
An unfrequented Vale, o'ergrown with Trees 
MoiTy and old, within-whofe lonefome Shade,' 
Ravens and Birds ill-omen'd, only dwell ; 
No Sound to break the Silence but a Brook, _ . . r 

That bubbling winds among the Weeds ; up Mark 

L6. ' Of 
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Of any human Shape that had been there, 
Unlet* a Skeleton of iome poor Wsctch, ^ .- ... 
Who had long fince, like me, by Love undone, 
Sought that fad Plate out to defpair and die im 
L V C I L L At " 
Alas for Pity! 

There I fain wouM hide me, 
From the bafe World, from Malice, and from Shame; 
For 'tis the iolemn Counfel of my Soul, 
Never to live with public Loft of Jlonor : 
'Tis fix'd to die, rather than bear the Infolence 
Of each affected She that tells my Story, 
And bleifes her good Stars that me is virtuous. 
To be a Tale for Fools ! Scorn'd by the Women, 
And pitv'd by the Men ! Oh infupportable ! 
tUCILLA. 
Can you perceive the manifefl Deftru&ion, 
The gaping Gulf that opens juft before you, 
And yet rufh on, tho* confeious of the Danger I 
Oh, hear me, hear your ever-faithful Creature i 
By all the Good I wifli, by all the III 
My trembling Heart forebodes, let me intreat you, 
Never to fee this faithlefs Man again : 
Jjet me forbid his coming. 

CALISTA. 

On thy Life 
^t charge thee ho; my Genius drives me on; 
I muft, I will behold him once again; 
Perhaps it is the Crifis of my Fate, 
And this one Interview (hall end my Cares. 
JMy laboring Heart that fwells with Indignation, 
Heaves to difcharge the Burden ; that once done, 
The bufy Thing fhall reft within its Cell, * 
And never beat again. 

LUC 1 LI A. 
Truft not to that ; 
Rage is the fhorteft PaJBon of our .Souls ; 
Xike narrow Brooks that rife with fudden ShowVs, 

ft 
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It fwells in Hafte, and falls again as foon ; 
Still as it ebbs the fofter Thoughts flow in, 
And the Deceiver, Love, fupplies its Place* 
C A LIST A. 

I have been wrong*d enough to arm my Temper 
Again ft the fmooth Delufion ; but alas ! 
(Chide not my Weaknefs, gentle Maid, but pity me) 
A Woman's Softnefs hangs about me ftill : 
Then let me blufli, and tell thee all my Folly, 
J fwear I could not fee the dear Betrayer 
Kneel at my Feet, and iigh to be forgiven, 
But my relenting Heart would pardon all, 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me. 
L U C I L L A. 

Ye facred Powers, whofe gracious Providence 
Is watchful for our Good, guard me from Men, 
From their deceitful Tongues, their Vows and Flatteries; 
Still let me pafs neglected by their Eyes, 
Let my Bloom wither, and my Form decay, 
That none may think it worth his while to ruin me, 
And fatal Love may never be my Bane* 
C A LI St A. 

Ha! Ahamont! Califta, now be 'i 
And guard thy Soul's Accefles with Dill 
Nor let this hoftile Hufband's Eyes explore 
The warring Paffions and tumultuous Thoughts* 
That rage within thee> and deform thy Reafoiu 

Entir Altamont* 

ALTAMONT. 
* Be gone my Cares, I give you to the Winds, 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altammai 
For from this facred iEra of my Love, 
A better Order of iucceeding l?ays 
Come fmiling forward, white and lucky all* . 
Califta is the Miftrefs of the Year, 
She crowns the Seafims with aufpicious Beauty, 
And bids ev'n all my Hours be good and joyful. 

CALlSTAl 
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- * CAL1STA- 

If I was ever Miftrefs of fuch Happinefs, 
Oh! wherefore did I play th' unthrifty Fool, 
And wafting all on others, leave rayfelf 
Without one Thought of Joy to give me Comfort ?' 
A LT A MO NT. ; • 

Oh, . mighty Love ! Shall that fair Face profane V 
This thy great Feftival with Frowns and Sadnefs I 
I fwear it fha'not be, for I will wooe thee 
With Sigh's fo moving, with fo warm a Tranfport, , 
That thou fbalt catch the gentle Flame from me,. 
And kindle into Joy. 

C A L I S TA. . ; 

I tell thee, Altamont; 
Such Hearts as ours were never pair*d above ; 
Ill-fuited to each other; join'd, not match'dl 
Some fqllen Influence, a Foe to both, . 
« Has wrought this fatal Marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the Frame and Temper of our Minds, , 
How very much we differ. *Ev'n thisDay, 
TJiat fills thee with fuch, Ecftacy and Traniport ?< 
To me brings nothing that/hould make me bleis it,, 
Or think it better than the Day before, 
Or any other in the Courfe of Time, . 

That dully took its Turn, and was forgotten,. 

AMI: A MO NT.. . : 

If to behol^ thee as, my Hedge of Happinefs, 
To know none fair, none excellent, but thee f 
If ftill to love thee with unweary'd Conftancy 
Through ev'ry Seafon, ev 9 ry Change of Life, 
Through wrinkled Age, through Sicknef&andMisfonone, , 
Be worth the leaft Return of grateful Love, . 
O then let my Cflsfta. blefs this Day, 
And fet it down for happy. 

CALISTA. . . "/ 

'Tis the Day. . 
lii which my Father gave my Hand to Alicmtnt it. ; 
As fuch I will remember it for ever*. 
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* Enter Sciolto, Horatio*,**/ Lavxnia*. 

$ dlO'LTGi 

Let Mirth go on, let Pleafure know no Paufe> 
Bat fill up ev'ry Minute of this Day. 
Tis yours, my Children, facred to your Loves; 
The glorious Sun himfelf for you looks gay : 
He (hines for Altamont, and for Calif a. 
Let there be Mafic, let the Mailer touch 
The fprightly String, and foftly-breathjng Flute, 
Till Harmony route, ev'ry gentle Paffion* 
Teach the cold Maid to lofe her Fears in Lovei 
And the fierce Youth to languifh at her Feet.* 
Begin ; » ev*n Age itfelf is chear'd with Mufic> 
It wakes a glad Remembrance of our Youth,, 
galls back paft Joys, and warms usinto Transport. 

[Here, an Entertainment of Mujic and Dancing* 

S O N G. 

By Mr. C >' N G R E V E, 

k .. 
jdH flay ' *b' turn I ah, <whither nvoulcf you Jfy, 
^7 Toe charming, too relent left Maid? 
J; follow not to Conquer, hut to Die; 
Ton of the fearful are afraid* 

n, 

In vain I call; for fee, Hie fee ting Air, 

When prefi by fome tempefluous Wind, 
Rlies fwifter from the Voice of my De/paJr, . 

Nor cafts one pitying Look behind* 4 

SCIOLTO. 
Take Care my Gates be open, bid all Welcome; 
All -who rejoice with me to-Day are Friends : 
Let each indulge his Genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and fwell the Feaft with Mirth. 
The ^rightly Bowl mall chearfully go round, 
None mjalLbe. grave, no* too feverely wife; 
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Lofles and reappointments, Cares and Poverty, 
The rick Man's Wolence, and great MfcaYf 
In Wine (hall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too foon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh ! grant ye Powers, that I may fee thefe happy, 



J Pointing to Altamont *W Califla. 
i: -- 



Compleatly bleft, and I have Life enough; 
And leave the reft indifferently to Fate. 



[Examt. 



Manet Horatio. 

HORATIO. 

What if, while all are here intent on Revelling, 
*I privately went forth, and fought Lothario f 1 j 

Tnis Letter may be forg'd} perhaps the Wantonne& 
Of his vain Youth, to (lain a Lady's Fame; 
Perhaps his Malke to difturb my Friend ;— • 
Oh, no ! my Heart forebodes it mud be true. 
Methought ev'n now I mark'd the Starts of Guift, 
That (hook her Soul ; tho' damn'd Diffimulation 
Screened her dark Thoughts, and fet to public View 
A fpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty. 
Oh, falfe Appearance! What is all our Sovereignty, 
Our boafted Pow'r ? When they opoofc their Arts, 
Still they prevail, and we are found their Fools. 
With fuch fmooth Looks, and many a gentle Word, 
The firft Fair She beguiPd her eafy Lord ; 
Too blind with Love and Beauty to beware, 
He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare ; 
Nor could believe that fuch a heav'nly Face 
Had bargain'dwith the Devil, to damn her wretched 
Rage. 

[Exit. 
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5 C E N E II. 
The Street near ScioltoV Palace. 

Enter Lothario and Ross an o. 

LOTHARIO. 
TO tell thee then the Purport of my Thoughts; 
The Lofs of this fond Paper would not give me 
A Moment of Difquiet, were it not 
My Inftrument of Vengeance on this Altamont ; 
Therefore I mean to wait fome Opportunity 
Of (peaking with the Maid we few this Morning* 
ROSS A NO. 
I wifli you, Sir, to think upon the Danger 
Of being feen ; to-Day their Friends are round 'cm* 
And any Eye that lights by Chance oivyou, 
$hall put your Life and Safety to -the Hazard* 

\Tbej touftr afide. 

Enter Horatio. v 

HORATIO. 
Still I mud doubt fome Myftery of Mifchief, 
Some Artifice beneath. Lothario's Father, 
I knew him well'; he was fagacious, cunning, 
Fluent in Words, and bold in peaceful Councils 5 
But of a cold, una&ive Hand in War : 
Yet with thefe Coward's Virtues he undid 
My uafufpe&ing, valiant, honeft Friend. 
This Son, if Fame mi (lakes not, is more hot, 
More open and unartful— Ha ! He's here I [Seeing bitn* 
LOTHARIO. 
Damnation ! He again!— This fecond Time 
To-Day he has croft me like my evil Genius. 
HORATIO. 
I fought you, Sir. 

LOTHARIO. 

'Ti$ well then I am found* 



\ 



} 
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HORATIO. 

*Tis well you are : The Man who wrongs my Friend,. 
To the Eartn's utmoft Verge I would purTue; 
Nq Place, tho' e'er £6 holy, fhould ,prqte£l him ; 
No Shape that artful Fear e'er form'd, fhould hide him, 
'Till he fair Anfwer ma4e» and did me JuiKce. 
I OTHARIO. 

Ha! doll thou know me? That I am Lcthario? 
As great a Name as this proud City boafto of. 
Who is thi* mighty Man then, this Horati$f 
That I fhould bafely hide me/fronvhis Aivger, 
Left he fhould chide me for his Friend's Difpkaftwe? 
HORAflOs^ \ <i V 

The Brave, 'tis- true, do never fhim thsjLigcht \ 
Tuft are their Thoughts, arid <o£en -are their Tempers ;> 
Freely without DifgAiife they love and Kate ; 
Still are they found in the fair Face of Bay> - «. ' 5 
And Heav'n and Men are Judges of their AclioBsJ^- 

•'-• ■; [ l otma^r Lo^i i \*^^ 

Such Jet *em be of mine; there's not a Purpofe* 
Which my Soul ever fram'd, ,qt my Hand adied,, 
But I could well have bid. th6 Wbrld'look on ; 
And what I. once durft do, have dar'd to juftify; 

- "* HORATIO. . f ' A 

' Where was this open Boldnefs, this free Spirit* 
When .but this very Morning I'furpriz'd thee, - 
In bafe, difhoneft Privacy, confulting -" j •-'■■":' 

And bribing a poor mercenary Wretch, 
To fell her Lady's Secrets,. Rain her Honor, ; 
And with a forg'd Contrivance, blaft ker Virtue> \ " 
At Sight of me thou fled'ft ! 

LOTH A RIO. 

Ha! fled from thee? 
HORATIO. 
Thou fled'ft! and Guilt was on thee, IHcenOElrief/ 
A Pilferer defcry'd- in fome dark Corner, 
Who there had lodg'd with mifchievo us i Intent ; - 
To rol? and ravage at the Hour of -Reft, 
And dd* a midnight Mux&et ort \V*S\cw«. 
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LOTHARIO. 
Slave ! "Villain ! [Offers to draw, Roflano holds him* 
ROSS AN O. 
Hold, my Lord! think where you are $ 
Think how unfafe and hurtful to your Honor, 
It were to urge a Quarrel in this Place, 
And ihock the peaceful City with a Broil. 

LOTHARIO. 
.Then, fince thou doft provoke my Vengeance, know . 
r would not for-this City's Wealth, for all • 

Which the Sea wafts tp our Ligurian Shore, 
But that the Joys I reap'd with that fond Wanton, 
The Wife otAkamont, fhould be as publk 
As is the Noon-day- Sun,- Air, Earth, or Water, 
Or any common Benefit of Nature : 
Tbink'ft thou I meant the Shame mould be conceaPd f 
Oh no ! by Hell and Vengeance* all I wanted ' 

Was fome fit Meflenger to l>ear the News 
To the dull doating Hufband j now I have found him, 
And thou art he. • .'."■' 

HORATIO. - 
L hold thee bafe enough \ 

To break through Law* and fpurn at facred Order* 
And do a brutal Ijij ury like this ; 
Yet mark me well, young Lord, I think Califta, 
Too Nice, too Noble, and too great of Soul* 
To be the Prey of fuck a Thing as thou art. 
'Twas bafe and poor, unworthy t>f a Man, 
To forge a Scrowl fo villainous and loofe, 
And mark it with a noble Lady's Name ; 
Thefc are the mean, difhoneil Arts of Cowards, 
Strangers to Manhood, and to glorioud Dangers; 
Who bred at Home in Idlenefs and Riot, 
Ranfack for MiftreiTes th'imwholfom Stews, 
And never know the Worth- of virtuous Love* ' 

LOTHARIO. 
Think'ft thou Fforg'd the Letter ? Think fo ftill, 
'Till the broad Shame come flaring in thy Facei 
And Boys fliall hoot the Cuckold ^ te m$it*. ^ ^ 
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HORATIO.. 

Away! no Woman could defcend fo low: 
A flapping, dancing, worthlefs Tribe you arc, 
Fit only for yourfelves : You herd together; 
And, when the circling Glafs warms your vain Hearts, 
You talk of Beauties that you never faw, 
And fancy Raptures that you never knew. 
Legends of Saints, who never yet had Being, 
Or Being, ne'er were Saints, are not fo falie 
As the fond Tales which you recount of Love. 
LOTHARIO, 

But that I do not hold it worth my Leifure, 
I could produce fuch damning Proof—— 
HORATIO. 

'Tisfalfc: 
If on blaft the Fair with. Lies becaufe they fcorn you ; 
Hate you like Age, like Uglinefs and Impotence ; 
Rather than make you bleft, they wou'd die Virgin*, 
A*d ftpp the Propagation of Mankind. 
LOTHARIO. 

It ia the Curfe of Fools to be fccure, 
And that be thine and Alternant** : Dream on, 
Nor think upon my Vengeance, 'till thou feel'lt it* 
HORATIO. 

Hold, Sir; another Word, and then farewel ; 
Tho' I think greatly f)f CaJifta's Virtue, 
And hold it far beyond thy. Fow'r to hurt; 
Yet, as (he fhares the Honour of my Alt amort, 
That Treafure of a Soldier, bought with Blood, 
. And kept at Life's Expence, I mull not have 
(Mark me, youpg Sir) Jier very Name profan'd« 
Learn to reilrain the Licence of your Speech ; 
>Tis held you are too lavilh : When you are met 
£mong your Set of Fools, talk of your Drefs, 
Of Dice, of Whores, of Horfes and yourfelves.; 
*Tis fafer, and becomes your Understandings. 
LOTHARIO. 

What if we pafs beyond this folemn Order ; 
And, ia Defiance of tteftsmiferatts 
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Indulge our gayer Thoughts, let Laughter loofe, 
And ufc his iacred Friendfhip for our Mirth? 
HORATIO. 
'TIS well, Sir, you are pleafant— *. 
LOTHARIO. 

By the Joy*, 
Which my Soul has uncontroul'd purfu'd, 
I would not turn afide from my leaft Pleafure, 
Tho' all thy Force were arm'd to bar my Way; 
But like the Birds, great Nature's happy Commoners/ 
That haunt in Woods, in Meads, and flew*ry Gardens, x 
Rifle the Sweets, and tafte. the choiceft Fruits, 
Yet fcorn to afk the Lordly Owner's Leave. 
HORATIO. 
What Liberty has vain prefumptuous Youth, 
That thou fliould'ft dare provoke me unchaftis'd ? 
But henceforth, Boy, I warn thee fliun my Walks ; 
If in the Bounds of yon forbidden Place 
Again thou'rt found, expect a Punifliment, 
Such as great Souls, impatient of an Injury, 
Exact from thofe who wrong 'em much, ev'n Death ; 
Or fomething worfe ; an injurM Huiband's Vengeance 
Shall print a thoufand Wounds, tear thy fine Form, 
And fcatter thee to all the Winds of HeaWn. 
LOTHARIO. 
Is then my Way in Genoa prefcrib'd, 
By a Dependent on the wretched Altamoni ; 
A talking Sir, that brawls for him in Taverns, 
And vouches for his Valor's Reputation f 
HORATIO. 
Away, thy Speech is fouler than thy Manners* 

LOTHARIO. 
Or, if there be a Name more vile, his Parafite, 
A Beggar's Parafite ! 

HORATIO. 

N Now learn Humanity, 

J Offers tofirike hint, Rofiano interpefa, 
Boys are only taught with Blows. 
LOTHARIO. 
Damnation ! Vfbej Arcw»% 
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ROSS A NO* 
Hold, this goes no further here. 
Horatio, 'tis too much j already fee, 
The Crowd are-gath'ring to u«. 

LQTHA$IOJ 

Oh Rojffano! 
Or give me- Way, or thou'rt no more my Friend. ' 
ROSSANO. 
Sciolto's Servants too have ta'en the Alarm ; 
You/ll be oppreft by Numbers : Be advis'd* 
Or I muft force you hence ; take't on my Word, 
You (hall have Juftice done you on Horatio. 
Put up, my Lord. 

LOTHARIO. 
This wo'not brook Delay; 
Weft of the Town a Mile, among die Rocks, 
Two Hours ere noon, To-morrow I expect thee. 
Thy iingle Hand to mine. 

HORATIO. 

.I'll meet thee there, 
LOTHARIO. 
To-morrow, Oh my better Stars ! To-morrow 
Exert your Influence, fhine ftrongly for me ; 
'Tis not a common Conqueft I would gain, 
Since Love, as well as Arms, muft grace my Triumph. 

S Exeunt Lothario and Roflano. 
IATIO. 
Two Hours ere Noon To-morrow ! Ha! ere that 
He fees Califta! Oh unthinking Fool-— . 
What if I urg'd her with the Crime and Danger ? 
If any Spark from Heav'n remain unquench'd 
W 7 ithin her Breaft, my Breath perhaps may wake it; 
Cou'd I but profper there, I wou'd not doubt 
My Combat with that loud vain-glorious Boafter, 
Were you, ye Fair; but cautious whom ye truft, 
Did you but think how feldom Fools are juft, 
. So many of your Sex wou'd not in vain, 
Of broken Vows, and faithlefs Men, complain* 

Of 
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f all the various Wretches Love has made, 
[ow few have beeirby Menof Senfe ^betrayM •?**" 
!onvinc'd by Reafon, they your Pow'r confefs, f 

leas'd to be happy, as you're pleas'd to blefs, % 

^n^fconfciQus.cf ygiry^orth, can £Wer lo\tf yoy left. ) 



ACT 
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ACT IH. S CEN E L 



An Apartment ig Sciolto'j Palace, 

Enter ^Ciolto and Calista. 

$ C I O LT O. 

NOW by my Life, my Honour, 'tis too much; 
Have I not mark'd thee, wayward as thou art, 
Perverfe and fullen all this Day of Joy ? 
When ev'ry Heart was chear'd, and Mirth went round, 
Sorrow, Difpleafure, and repining Anguiih, 
Sat on thy Brow ; like fome malignant Planet, 
Foe to the Harveft, and the healthy Year, 
Who fcouls adverfe, and lours upon the World ; 
When all the other Stars, with gentle Afped, 
Propitious fhine, and meaning Good to Man. 

Is then the Tafk of Duty half perform'd ? 
Has not your Daughter giv'n her&lf to Ahamont, 
Yielded the native Freedom of her Will, 
To an imperious Huiband's lordly Rule, 
To gratify a Father's ftern Command ? 
S C I O L T 0. 
Doft thou complain ? 

CALISTA. 
For Pity do not frown then, 
If, in defpite of all my vow'd Obedience, 
A Sigh breaks out, or a Tear falls by chance ; 
For Oh I that Sorrow which has drawn your Anger, 
Is the fad Native of Califta's Breaft, 
And once poffeft willuevet «uit its Dwelling, 

'Till 
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Hill Life,; the Prop of all, (hall leave the Building, 
To tumble down, and moujder into Ruin. 
SCIOLTO. 
- Now by the facred Duftof that dear Saint, 
That was thy Mother, by her wond'f ous Good n eft, 
Her Coft, her tender, moil complying Sweetnefs, 
. I fwear feme fullen Though t that ih uns the Light, 
Lurks underneath that Sadnefs in thy Vifage. 
But mark me well ; tho* by yon Heav'n I love thee, 
As much, I think, as a fond Parent can ; 
Yet fhou'dft thou (which the.Pow'rs above forbid) 
E'er ftain the Honor of thy Natne with Infamy, 
I cad thee off, as one whofe Impious Hands 
Had rent afunder Nature's neareit Ties, 
Which once divided never join again. 
To-dav, I've made a noble Youth thy Hufband, 
Confider well his Worth, reward his Love, 
Be willing to be happy, and thou art fo* 

[Exit Sciolto; 
, C A L I 8 T A. 
How hard is the Condition of our Sex, 
Thro' ev'ry State of Life the Slaves of Man I 
In all the dear delightful Days of Youth, 
A rigid Father di&ates to our Wills, 
And deals out Pleafure with a fcanty Hand : 
To his, the Tyrant Hufband's Reign fucceeds ; 
Proud with Opinion of fupericr Reafon, 
He holds Domeftic Bus'nefs and Devotion 
All we are capable to know, and iliuts us, 
Like cloifter'd Idiots, from the World's Acquaintance 
And all the Toys of Freedom. Wherefore are we 
Born with high Souls, but to afferi ourfelves, 
Shake. off this vile Obedience they exaclt, 
And claim an equal Empire o'er the World ? 

Enter Horatio. 

HORATfO. 
She's here ! yet Oh ! my Tongue is at a Lofs : 
Teach me ( fome Pow'r, that happy Art of Speech, 
Vol. I. M To 
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To drefs my Purpofe up in gracious Words ; . 
Such as may fofcfy Acal upon her SquJ, . . • ». .r,^; • 
And never waken the tempeftuons Pafiions. 
By Heav'h Aid weeps !~*Forgi ; ue me* F'edrcC\alj/Fa 9 
If I ptefume on Privilege of Frrendfhip, 
To join'my Grief to yours ; and mourn the Evils 
That hurt your Peace, and quendh fchofc Eyes, in Tears. 
QALIST-&.' •.;•.,,..-• 
To fte«l unlook'd for ©n any private Sorrow, 
Speaks not the Man. of /Honotr, nor f the 'Fiiejiid, .- / 
But 4a*her*4neans.the£py. L .'>ir / ;..-..«; -:;:.Vi ;-_7 

r h oj at jo. : . ; 

> ' I • > ilflkindlj faidH j , . : ' 

For Oh ! asfurc asyou-accdfca»efai£l7, 
I come to prove myffflf GW^k^s Friend. 
C A L J'SfT A. 
You are my Hulband's rFricnd; the Friend of AU 
tamonU > ■' • - - i ;c «•';■••?.. 

#0 &^ r/ O. 

Are you not one V Arc you notjoin'd by Heav'n, 
Each, interwoven with' the other's Fate I ' \ ' 
Are you not mix'd >like Streams of meeting Rivers, ^ 
Whofe blended Waters are no more difringttifh'id, 

But roll into the Sea, one common Flood ? 

Then, who can give his Friendship but to one? 
Who can be AhamoM's, and notiC^fate ? ' 

C \-A.LJSKA. . \ ■ " 

Force, and the Wills of our imperious Rulers, >: i' 
May bind two Bodies in one 1 wretched Chain ; ■>{':. 
But Minds will ftill look back to- their own Choice. • 
So the poor Captive in a foreign Realm, 
Stands on the Shore, and fends his Wifhes back 
To the dear native Land from whence he came. 

HO RATI O. - , 1 . 

When Souls that mould agree to Will the fame, 
To have one common ObjecYfor their Wiihes, 
Look different Ways* regardlefs of each other, 
Think what a Train! of Wretchedness enfaes 5 
Love fliall bebftnifc'^ftomtke genial-Bed, 

The 
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TThe Night fhall all be lonely and; unquiet* 
And ev'ry Day fliali be a. Day of Capes. 
CJ. LI $ T A. 
Then jail the boafted Office of thy Friendship, 
Was bat to tell Califta what a Wretch fhe is ; 
Alas ! what need that ? 

HO R A T TO. 

Oh ! rather fay, 
1 came to tell her how ihe might be happy ; 
To footh the fecret Anguifh of her Soul, 
To comfort that fair Mourner, that forlorn one, 
And teach her Steps to know the Paths of Peace. 
C A L I S T A. 
Say thou, to whom this Paradifeis known, 
Where lies the blifsful Region ? Mark my Way to it, 
For Oh ! 'tis fure, I long to be at Reft. 
HO R A f I.O. 
Then— — to be Good is to be Happy ;— Angels 
Are happier than Mankind, becaufe they are better. 
Guiltis the Source of Sorrow; 'tis the Fiend, 
Th'avenging'Eiend, that follows us behind 
With Whips and Stings ; the Bleft know none of this, 
But reft in everlafting Peace of Mind, 
And find" the Height of all their Heav'n is G3 odnef 
C A L I S T A. 
And.what.bold Parafite's officious Tongue 
Shall dare to tax Califta* s Name with Guilt ? 
HORATIO. 
None mould; but 'tis a bufy, talking World, 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind, 
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 
C A L I S T A. 
What myftic Riddle lurks beneath thy Words, 
Which thou wou'dft (eenV unwilling to exprefs, 
As if it meant Di (honor to my Virtue ? 
Away with this ambiguous muffling Phrafe, 
And let thy Oracle be underftood. 

HORATIO. 

Lotharkl 
M % C A- 
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C A L I S T A. 

Ha ! What wou'dft thou mean by him ? 
HORATIO. 

Lothario and Califta ! Thus they join 
Two Names, which Heav'n decreed mould never meet; 
Hence have the Talkers of this populous City, 
A ihameful Tale to tell for public Sport, 
Of an unhappy Beauty, a falfe Fair One, 
Who plighted to a noble Youth her Faith, 
When (he had giv'n her Honor to a Wretch. 
C A L I S T A. 

Death ! and Confufion ! have I liv'd to this? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly Infolence ! 
To be the Sport of a loofe Ruffian's Tongue ! 
Thus to be us'd ! thus ! like the vileft Creature, 
That ever was a Slave to Vice and Infamy. 
HORATIO. 

By Honor and fair Truth you wrong me much ; 
For, on my Soul, nothing but ftrong Neceffity 
Cou'd urge my Tongue to this ungrateful Office : 
1 came with flrong Reluclance, as if Death 
Had flood a-crofs my Way, to fave your Honor ; 
•Yours, and Sciolto's ; yours, and Altamont'% ; 
Like one who ventures through a burning Pile, 
To fave his tender Wife with all her Brood 
Of little Fondlings, from the dreadful Ruin. 
C A L I S T A. 

Is this ! is this the famous Friend of Altamont y 
For noble Worth, and Deeds of Arms renown'd ? 
Is this ! this Tale-bearing, officious Fellow, 
That watches for Intelligence from Eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jealous Hu(band, 
That fills his eafy Ears with monftrous Tales, 
And makes him tofs, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody Revenge on his defencelefs Wife ; 
Who guiltlefs dies, becaufe her Fool ran mad? 
HORATIO. 

Alas ! this Rage is vain ; for if your Fame, 
Or Peace be worth your Caxe, you muft be calm, 

kwd 
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And liften to the Means are left to fave 'em. 

*Tis now the lucky Minute of your Fate. 

By me your Genius {peaks, by me it warns you, 

Never to fee that curil Lothario more ; 

Unlefs you mean to bede/pis'd, beihunn'd 

By all your virtuous Maids and noble Matrons ; . 

Unlefs you have devoted this rare Beauty 

To Infamy, Difeafes, ProfKtution 

C J L I S T J. 
Dilhonor blaft thee, bafe, unmanner'd Slave ! 
That dar'ft forget my Birth, and facred Sex, 
And Hiock me with the rude unhallow'd Sound. 
HORATIO. 
Here kneel, and in the awful Face of Heav'n 
Breathe out a folemn Vow, never to fee, 
Nor think, if poffible, on him that ruin'd thee ; 
Or by my Altamont's dear Life I fwear, 
This Paper I — Nay you mull not fly !«— This Paper, 

[Holding her. 
This guilty Paper mail divulge your Shame— 
C A L I ST 4- . 
What mean'ft thou by that Paper? What Contrivance 
Hall thou been forging to deceive my Father, 
To turn his Heart againft his wretched Daughter, 
That Altamont and thou may fhare his Wealth? 
A Wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 

The Weaknefs of my Sex. Oh for a Sword, 

To urge my Vengeance on the Villain's Hand 
That forg'd the Scrowl. 

HORATIO, 

Behold, can this be forg'd? 
See where Califta y % Name 

[ Shewing the Letter near. ] 
C A L I S T A. 

To Atoms thus ; [Tearing iV.] 
Thus let me tear the vile, detefled Falfhood, 
The wicked, lying Evidence of Shame. 
HORATIO. 
Confufion ! 

Ma C A- 
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c a l I s T a. 

Hencefbrtfr, thou officious Fool, 
Meddle no more ; rtor dare^ cv*n on thy Life, 
To breathe an Accent that may touch my Virtue ; 
I am myfelf the Guardian of my Honor, 
And wo'net bear fo* infblent a Monitor. 

Enur Alt a mont. 

ALTAMONT. 
Where is my Life, my Love, my charming Bride, 
Joy of my Heart, and Pleafure of my Eyes, 
The Wifh> and Care, and Bus'nefs of my Youth I 
Oh ! let me find her, {hatch her to my Breaft ! 
And tell her fhe delays my Blifs too long, 
'Till my foft Soul ev'n ffckens with Defire. 
Diforder'd l^^-^-and 1 ift Tears ! Horatio too ! 
My Friend is in Amaze N-^— What can it mean f 
Tell me, Califia> who has- done thee wrong, 
That my Swift Sword may find out the Offender* 
And do thee-*ttifcfe r Jfcftice. 

C A L I $ ? A. 

Turn to him, 
AETAMONT. 
Horai'%6 ! 

CALISTA. 
To tteat Infolenr. 

ALTA^MONT. 
My Friend ! 
Could he do this! He, who was half myfelf? " 
One Faith has ever bound us, andone^Reaibn 
Guided ofcr Wilfe : Have I not found him tuft, 
Honeft as Truth itfelf ? Arfd~cotr*d he break 
Thie-Sa«c^ty of FHendfhip ? Cou'd he wound 
The Heart of Akamontiu his Cahftn f 
. GAL IS PA. 

I thought w4te* juftke I fhould find from thee I 
Go fawn upon him,- liften to his Tale;, 
Applaud his Malice, that wou'd blaft my Fame,. 
And treat me like a commpu YxqK\ws. 
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Thou art perhaps Confederate in his Mifchief, 
And wilt believe the Legend, if he tells it. 
A LTAMO NT. 
Oh impious ! What prefumptuous Wretch (hall dare 
To offer at au Injirry like that ? . 
Priefthood, norAge* nor Coward He itfelf, 
Shall fave him from the Fury of my Vengeance. 
CALIS.TA. 
The, Man who dar*d to do it was Horatio ! 
Thy darling Friend ! 'Twas Altamont's Horatio ! 
But mark me well ! while thy divided Heart 
Dotes on a Villain that has wrong'd me thus* 
No Force (hall drag me to thy hated Bed ; 
Nor can my cruel Father's Pow'r do more 
Than ihut me in a Cloifter ; there, well pleas'd, 
Religious Hardfhips will I learn to bear, 
To faflj and freeze at Midnight Hours of Pray'rj 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely Cell, 
With melancholy, fpeechiefs Saints to dwell ; 
But blefs the Day I to that Refuge ran, 
Fret from, the Marriage Chain, and from that Tyrant, 
Man. [Exit Califta. 

JLTAMO NT. 
She's gone ; and as (he went, ten thoufand Fires 
Shot from her angry Eyes, as if (he. meant 
Too well to keep the cruel Vow (he made. 
Now as thou aft a Man, Horatio tell me, 
What means this wild Confufion in thy Looks , 
As if thou wert atVariance with thyfelf r 
Madnefs and Rdafba combating within thee, 
And thou-wt& debbtful which (hou'd get the better? 
HORATIO. 
I woufd be dumb for ever, but thy Fate 
Has otherwise decreed it ; thou had feen 
That Idol of thy Soul, that fair Califta ; 
Thou halt beheld her Tears. « 

ALT A MO NT. 

I have feen her weep, 
M 4^ v Yk&l 
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I've feen that lovely One, that dear Califta> 
Complaining in the Bittemefs of Sorrow, 
That thou ! my Friend ! Horatio / thou hadft wrong'd her. 
HORATIO. 
That I have wrong'd her ! Had her Eyes been fed 
From that rich Stream which warms her Heart, and 

number'd 
For ev'ry falling Tear a Drop of Blood, 
It had not been too much ; for fhe has ruin'd thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont ! She has undone thee, 
ALT A MO NT. 
Doft thou join Ruin with Califta's Name ? 
What is fo fair, foexquifitely good ? 
Is (he not more than Painting can exprefs, 
Or youthful Poets fancy, when they love ? 
' Does flie not come, like Wifdom, or good Fortune, 
Replete with Bleffings, giving Wealth and Honor ? 
The Dowry which fhe brings is Peace and Plcafure, 
And everlafting Joys are in her Arms. 
HORATIO. 
It had been better thou hadft liv'd a Beggar, 
And fed on Scraps at great Men's furly Doors, 
Than to have match'd with one fo falfe, fo fatal, «^*— * 
ALTAMONT. 
It is too much for Friendfhip to allow thee : - 
Becaufel tamely bore the Wrong thou didfther, 
Thou doft avow the barb'rous, brutal Part, 
And urge the Injury ev'n to my Face. 
HORATIO. 
I fee fhe'as got«Pofieffion of thy Heart ; 
She ? as charmed thee, like a Siren, to her Bed, - 
With Looks of Love, and with enchanting Sounds ; 
Too late the Rocks and Quick-fands will appear : 
When thou art wreckt upon the faithlefs Shore, 
Then vainly wifh thou hadft not left thy Friend, 
To follow her Delufion. 

ALTAMONT. 
If thy Friendlhip 
Do churlifhly deny my Love a^oom, 
It is not worth my keeping, 1 &\btaAi&\X« 
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HORATIO. 

Canft thou fo foon forget what I've been to thee ? 
I fhar'd the Talk of Nature with thy Father, 
And form'd with Care thy unexperienc'd Youth 
To Virtue and to Arms. 
Thy noble Father, Oh thou light young Man ! 
Wou'd he have us'd me thus ? One Fortune fed us, 
For his was ever mine, mine his, and both 
Together flourifh'd, and together fell. 
He calPd me Friend, like thee : # wou'd he have left me 
Thus ? for a Woman ? nay, a vile one too ? 
ALTAMONT. 
Thou canft not, dar'ft not mean it ; fpeak again. 
Say, who is vile? but dare not name Califta. 
HORATIO. 
I had not fpoke at firft, unlefs compell'd, 
And forc'd to clear mvfelf ; but fince thus urg'd, 
I mull avow I do jiot know a viler. 

ALTAMONT. 
Thou wert my Father's Friend, he lov'4 thee well ; 
A kind of venerable Mark of him 
Hangs round thee, and prote&s thee from .my Ven- 
geance : 
I cannot, dare not lift my Sword againft thee; 
But henceforth never let me fee thee more. 

[Going ouu 
HORATIO. 
I love thee Hill, ungrateful as thou art, 
And mult, and will preferve thee from Diffyonor, 
Ev'n in defpite of thee. [Holds km* 

ALTAMONT. 

Let go my Arm* 
HORATIO. 
If Honor be thy Care, if thou wou'dft live, 
Without the Name of credulous, wittal Hufband, 
Avoid thy Bride, lhunherdeteftedBed, 
The Joys it yields are dafh'd with Poifon ■ 
ALTAMONT. 

on 

To urge me but a Minute more is fatal. 

M S KQ.RA^ 
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HO K At TO* 

She is polluted! ftain'd ! 

ALTAMONT. 

Madnefs ahdltaging,t 
But hence! 

HO R AT JO. 
Ciftvonor'd by the Man you hate. ■ ■ 

altamont. 

I pr'ythee Joofe me yet, for thy own fake. 

If Life be worth the keeping 

HO RATIO, 

By Lothario* 
ALT A MO NT. 
Perdition take thee, Villain , for the Falfliood. 

[Strikes him 
Now nothing but thy Lire can make Atonement. 
% - ' HORATIO. 

A Blow! Thou haft us'd me well [Draws* 

ALTAMONT. 

This to thy Heart.—— 
HORATIO. 
Vet hold t . ' ■ By Heav*n his Father's in his 
Face, 
Spite of my Wrongs my Heart runs o'er with Ten- 

dernefs, 
And I cou'd rather die myfelf than hurt him. 
ALTAMON7. 
Defend thyfelf, for by my mucfr-wrong'd Love> 
I fwear the poor Evafion fhall not fave thee. 
HORATIO. 
Yet hold ! thouknow'fl I dare ! — Think how we've 

liv'd.- 

[Theyfgbt ; Altamont prejfes on Horatio, who retires.. 
Nay ! then 'tis brutal Violence ! And thus, 
Thus Nature bids me guard the life fhe gave. 

L a v i n i a enters,* and runs * between their Swords. 

L A V I N I A. 
My Brother, my Heratio ! is it^ofllble ? 
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Oh ! turn ypur. cruel Swords upon Lavinia. 
If you mull quench your impious Rage in Blood, 
Behold my Heart fhall give you all her Store, 
To fave thofe dearer Streams that flow from yours. 
ALT AMONT: 
'Tis well thou hall found a Safe-guard; none but this, 
No Pow'r on Earth, coa'd fave thee from my Furv. 
L A V J N J A. 
Oh fatal, deadly Sound ! 

HORATIO. 

Safety from thee! 
Away, vain Boy ! Hall thou forgot the Reverence 
Due to my Arm, thy &r&, thy great Example, 
Which pointed out the Way to noble Daring y 
And fhew'd thee what it was to be a Man ? 
LAFINIA. 
What bufy, medling Fiend, what Foe to Goodnefc, 
Could kindle fuch a Difcord ? Oh! layby 
Thofe moft ungentle Looks, and angry Weapons,, 
Unlefs you mean my Griefs, and kifling Fears,. 
Should ftretch me out at your relentlefs Feet, 
A wrethed Coarfe, the Vi&im of your Fury. 
HO RAT I O. 
Afk'ilthou what made us Foes? 'twas bale Ingratitude; 
'Twas fuch a Sin to Friendfliip, as HeavVs Mercy, 
^ That drives withMan'$ untoward,monftrousWickednefs, 
Unweary'd with forgiving, fcarce could pardon. 
, He, who was all to me, Child r Brother ! Friend ! 
With barb'rtaw bloody Malice, fougjit ray Life- 
ALT AMONf. 
Thou art my Sifter, and I would not make thee 
The lonely Mourner of a widow'd Bed, 
Therefore thy Hulband's Life is fafe ; but warn him,. 
No more to know this hofpitable Roof. 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's Bounty ; 
We mull riot meet.; 'tis dangerous ; fareweL 

[Hi is going, LMini&holdrbim* 
LAV IN I A. 
Stay Altamont* my Brother Hay, if ever 
Na&tfe, or,, what is nearer much than .Nature, 
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The kind Confcnt of our agreeing Minds, 
Have made us dear to one another, flay, 
And fpeak one gentle Word to your Horatio. 
Behold, his Anger melts, he longs to love you, 
To call you Friend, then prefs you hard, with all 
The tender, fpeechlefs Joy of Reconcilement. 
ALT AM ON T. * 
It cannot, fna'not be !— you muft not hold me. 

L A V 1 N I A. 
Look kindly then ! 

ALT AMO NT. 

Each Minute that I flay, 
Is a new Injury to fair Califta. 
From thy falfe Fiiendfhip to her Arms Til fly ; 
There, if in any Paufe of Love I reft, 
Breathlefs with Blifs, upon her panting Breaft, 
In broken melting Accents I will fwear, 
Henceforth to truft my Heart with none but her ; 
Then own the Joys, which on her Charms attend. 
Have more than paid me for my faithlefs Friend. 

f Altamont breaks from Lavinia, and Exit* 
HORATIO. 
Oh, raife thee, my La*vima 9 from the Earth ; 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, 
This wond'rous Wafte of Tears, too much to give, 
To an ungrateful Friend, and cruel Brother, 
L A V I N I A. 
Is there not Caufe for Weeping ? Oh Horatio i 
A Brother and a Hufband were my Treafure, 
'Twasall the little Wealth that poor Lavinia 
Sav'd from the Shipwreck of her Father's Fortunes. 
One Half is loft already ; if thou leav'ft me, 
If thou fhouldft prove unkind to me, as Altamont 9 
Whom fhall I find to pity my Diftrefs„ 
To have Companion on a helplefs Wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched Head ? 
HORJT*IO. 
Why doft thou wound me with thy foft Complainings? 
Thp' Ahamont be falfe, and ufe me hardly, 

Yet 
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Yet think not I impute his Crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forfaken, for I'll keep thee, 
Next to my Heart, my certain Pledge of Happinefs. 
Heav'n fornx'd thee gentle, fair, and full of Geodncfc, 
And oiiade thee all my Portion here on Earth ; 
It gave thee to me, as a large Amends, 
For Fortune, Friends, and all the World beiide. 
L A V 1 N I A. 

Then you will love me ftill, cheriih me ever, 
And hide me from Misfortune in your Bofom : 
Here end my Cares, nor will I lofe one Thought, 
How we (hall live, or purchafe Food and Raiment. 
The holy Pow'r, who clothes the fenfelefs Earth, 
With Woods,with Fruits, with Flow'rs and verdantGrafs, 
Whofe bounteous Hand feeds the whole Brute Creation, 
Knows all our Wants, and has enough to give us. 
HORATIO. 

From Genoa, from Falmood and Inconftancy, 
To fome more honeft diftant Clime we'll go, 
Nor will I be beholden to my Country, 
For ought but thee, the Partner of my Flight. 
L A V 1 N 1 A. 

Yes, I will follow thee ; forfake, for thee, . . 
My Country, Brother, Friends, ev'n all I have ; 
Tho' mine's a little all ; yet were it more, 
And better far, it fhou'd be left for thee, 
And all that 1 woi^'d keep fhou'd be Horatio. 
So when the Merchant fee6 his VefTel loft, 
Tho' richly freighted from a foreign Coaft, 
Gladly, for Life, the Treafure he wou'd give ; 
And only wiihes to efcape, and live. 
Gold and his Gains no more employ his Mind, 
But driving o'er the Billows with the Wind, 
Cleaves to one faithful Plank,and leaves the reft behind 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter A l t a m o n t. 

ALT A MO NT. 

ITH what unequal Tempers are we fornVd ? 
^ ¥ One Day, the Soul, fupirie with Eafe and Fuinefs, 
Revels fecure, and fondly tells herfelF, 
The Hour of Evil can return no more ; 
The next, the Spirits pa4l*d \ arid fick of Riot, 
Turn all to Diicord, and we hate our Beings, 
Curfe the paft Joy, and think it Folly aft, 
And Bitternefs and Anguifti. Oh! laft Night! 
What has ungrateful Beauty paid me bock, 
For all that Mafs of Friendimp which I fquander'd ? 
♦Coldnefs, Averfion, Tears* and fallen Sorrow ; 
Dafli'd all my Blifs, and damp'dmy bridal Bed. 
Soon as the Morning dawned, (he vanilh'd iron* me, 
Relentlefs to the gentle Call' o£ Love. 
I have loft a Friend, and I have gain'd— — a Wife \ 
Turn not to Thought, my Brain ; but? let ; me find 
Some unfrequented Shade, there lay me down, 
And let forgetful Diiln^ fteal upon me, 
To foften and afluage this Pain of thinking. [Exit* 

Enter Lothario and G a lis t a. 

LOTHARJO. 

' Weep not, my Fair, but let the God of Love 
Laugh in "thy Eyes, and revel in thy Heart, 
Kindle again his Torch, and holcl it high, 
' To light us to new Joys; nor let a Thought 
Qf Difcord* or Difquiet part, moleil thee; 

But 
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Bat to a long Oblivion, give thy Cares, 
And let us melt the prefent Hour in Blifs. 
C A LI ST A. 

Seek not to footh me with thy falfe Endearment** 
To charm me with j:hy Softnefs : 'tis in vain ; 
Thou canft no more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight, 
Are wailed all and fled ; thofe that remain, 
Are doom'd to Weeping, Anguifh, and Repentances 
I come to charge thee with a long Account, 
Of all the Sorrows I have known already, 
And all I have to come ; thou haft undone me- 
LOTHARIO. 

Unjuft Califta! doft thou call it Ruin, 
To love as we have done ; to melt, to languish, 
To wifh for fomewhat exquifitely Happy, 
And then be bleft ev'n to that WiuVs Height ? 
To die with Joy, and ftrait to live again, 
Speechlefs to gaze, and with tumultuous Tranfoort— ~ 
. CALISTA. 

Oh ! let nte hear no more, I cannot bear it ; 
*Tis deadly to Remembrance; let that Night, 
That guilty Night, be blotted from the Year ; 
Let not the Voice of Mirth, Or Mufc know it ; 
Let it be dark and de folate, no Stars 
To glitter o'er it ;. let it wifh for Light, 
Yet want it ftill, and vainly wait the Dawn ; 
For 'twas the Night that gave me up to Shame, 
To Sorrow, to perfidious, falfe Lctbario. 
LOTHARIO. 

Hear this,, ye Pow'rs ! Mark how the fair Deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated Truth.; 
She calls me falfe ; ev'n She,, the faithlefs She, 
Whom Day and Night, whom Heav'n and Earth have 

heard 
Sighing to *vow* and tenderly protefl, 
Ten thoufand Times, fhe would be only mine; 
And yet, behold, fhe has given herfelf away, 
Fled from my Amis, and wedded to another, ' 

Ev'n to the Man whom mofl I hate on Eaxtfv. . 

CiLUT 
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CALISTA. 

Art thou fo bafe to upbraid me with a Crime, 
Which nothing but thy Cruelty could caufe ? 
If Indignation, raging in my Soul, 
For thy unmanly Infolence and Scorn, 
Urg'd me to do a Deed of Defperation, 
And wound myfelf to be reveng'd on thee ; 
Think whom 1 mould devote to Death and Hell, 
Whom curfe as my Undoer, but Lothario ? 
Hadft thou been Juft, not all Scio/to's Pow'r, 
Not all the Vows and Pray'rs of fighing Altamont, 
Could have prevail'd, or won me to forfake thee. 
LOTHARIO. 

How have I fail'd in Juftice, or in Love ? 
Burns not my Flame as brightly as at firft ? 
Ev'n now my Heart beats high, I languifh for thee, 
My Tranfports are as fierce, as ftrong my Wifhes, 
As if thou hadft never bled me with thy Beauty. 
CALISTA. 

How <*idft thou dare to think that I would live 
A Slave to bafe Defires, and brutal Pleafures, 
To be a wretched Wanton for thy Leifure, 
To toy, and wafte an Hour of idle Time with ? 
My Soul difdains thee for fo mean a Thought. 
LOTHARIO. 

The driving Storm of Paffion will have Way, 
And I muft yield before it; wert thou calm, 
Love, the poor Criminal, whom thou haft doom'd, 
Has yet a thou fan d tender Things to plead, 
To charm thy Rage, and mitigate his Fate. 

Enter behind them Altamont. 

ALTAMONT. 

I have loft my Peace — Ha ! Do I live and wake f - 

CALISTA. 
Hadft thou been true, how happy had I been ? 
Not Altamont, hut thou hadft been my Lord. 
But wherefore nam'd I Happinefs with thee I 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curftj 



»> 



For 
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For thee, my fecret Soul each Hour arraigns me, 
Calls me to anfwer for my Virtue ftain'd, 
My Honor loft to thee j for thee it haunts me, 
With ftern Sciolto vowing Vengeance on me; 
With Altamont complaining for his Wrongs 
ALT J MO NT. 

Behold him here- [Coming forward, 

CALJSTA. 

Ah! - [Starting. 

ALT A MO NT. 

The Wretch whom thou haft made ; 
Curfes and Sorrows haft thou heap'd upon him, 
And Vengeance is the only Good that's left. [Drawing* 
LOTHARIO. 
Thou haft ta'en me fomewhat unawares; 'tis true; 
But Love and War take Turns like Day and Night, 
And little Preparation ferves my Turn, 
Equal to both, and arm'd for either Field. 
We've long been Foes, this Moment ends our Quarrel ; 
Earth, Heav'n, and fair Califta judge the Combat. 

C All ST A. ' 

Diffraction! Fury! Sorrow! Shame! and Death! 

4 ALTAMONT. 
Thou haft taik'd too much, thy Breath is Poifon to me ; 
It taints the ambient Air^ this for my Father, 
This for Sciolto, and this laft for Altamont. 

[They figkt\ Lothario is wounded once or twice, 
and then falls. 

LOTHARIO. 
Oh, Altamont I thy Genius is the ftronger, 
Thou haft prevaiTd— My fierce, ambitious Soul 
Declining droops, and all her Fires grow pale; 
Yet let not this Advantage fwell thy Pride ; 
I conquer'd in my Turn, in Love I triumph'd : 
Thofe Joys are lodg'd beyond the Reach of Fate ; 
That fweet Revenge comes fmiling to my Thoughts, 
Adorns iny Fall, and chears my Heart in dying. [Dies. 
C A L I S T A. 
And what remains for me, befetvntk &haxsvft> 
Encompafs'd round with Wmdttdusfc * Tte\*\s> 
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But this crre Way to break the Toil, and 'fcape; 

[She catches up LotharioY Snvcrd, and offti s to kill 
her/elf \ Altamont runs to her, and <wrefts it 
frcm hit, 

ALTAMONT. 
What means thy frantic Rage ? - 
CALJSTA. 

Off! let me go. 
ALTAMONT. 
Oh ! thou haft more than murder'd me : yet ftill, 
Still art thou here ! and my Soul ftarts with Horror, 
At Thought of any Danger that may reach thee* 
CALISTA. 
Think'ft thou I mean to liver" to be fbrgiv'n ? 
Oh ! thou haft, known but little of Califia : 
If thou hadft never heard my Shame, if only 
The midnight Moon, and filent Stars had feen it> 
I wou'd not bear to be reproach'd by them> 
Bit dig down deep to' find a Grave bfericath, 
And hide me from their, Beams, 

SCIOITO nuitbin. 

; ' What hoi my Son ! 
AITAMONT. 
It is Scioho calls ; come near and find me; 
The wretched'lt Thing of all my Kind on Earth, 
CALISTA.' 
Is it the Voice of Thunder, J or my Father ?' 
Madnefs! Confufion! let the Storm come orr, 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all irpoh me, 
Dafh my devoted Baric; ye Surge's,^ break it; 1 
'Tis for my ( Ruin that the Tempeft rrfes. 
When I am loft, funk to the Bottom low, 
Peace mall return, and all be calrh again. 

Enter S c 1 o l x o* 
SCIOLTO. 
Ev'n now Rofano leapM the Garden Walls--*—' 
Hal Death has been among you-— Oh my Fears ! 
Lafl Niglit thou hadft: aTyifPteivCfc *A&tY^ ?«£*&* 

The Caufe thou gav'fc me for it, m**te^AwA% 

\>v^Sl 
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Didft thou not wrong the Man who told thee Truth ? 
Anfwer me quic k 

ALTAMONT. 
Oh! prefs me not to fpeak ; 
Ev'n now my Heart i» breaking, and the Mention 
Will lay me dead before you ; fee that Bod/, 
And guefs my Shame ! my Ruin! Oh Califta! 
SCIOLTO. 
It is enough I but I am flow to execute, 
And Juftice lingers in my lazy Hand ; 
Thus let me wipe Difhonor from my Name, 
And cut thee from the Earth, thou Stain to Goodnefs— 
[Offers to kill Califta* Altamont holds hinu 
ALTAMONT. 
Stay thee, Sciolto 5 thou rafti Father, ftay ; 
Or turn the Point on me, and thro' my Breaft 
Cut out the bloody Paflage to Califta; 
So fhall my Love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wim'd to live. 
CALTSTA. 
No, Altamont! my Heart, that fconrM thy Love* 
Shall never be indebted to thy Pity; 
Thus torn, defac'd, and wretched as I feem, 
Still I have fomething of Sciolto 7 s Virtue. 
Yes ! yes, my Father, I applaud thy Juftice 1 
Strike home, and I < will bleft thee for the Blow j 
Be merciful, and free me from my Pain ; 
'Tis fharp, y tis terrible, and I ceuM curfe 
The chearful Day, Men, Earth, and Heaven, and Thee£ 
Ev'n Thee, thou venerable, good old H/fan, 
For being Author of a Wretch like me. 
ALTAMONT. 
Liften not to the Wildnefs of her Raving. 
Demember Nature ! Shou'd thy Daughter's Murde* 
Refile that Hand, fo jufc, fo great in Arms, 
Her Blood wou'd reft upon thee to Pbfterity, 
Pollute thy Name, and fully all thy Wars* 
CALISTA. 
Have I not wronged his gentle Natwce tNK&V 
And yet behold him pleading for toy lA!fe% 
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Loft as thou art to Virtue, Oh Califta! 
I think thou canfl not bear to be outdone.; 
Then hafte to die, and be oblig'd no more. 
SCIOLTO. 

Thy pious Care has giv'n me Time to think, 
And fav'd me from a Crime; then reft, my Sword; 
To Honor have I kept thee ever facrejd, 
Nor will 1 ftain thee with a rafh Revenge : 
But, mark me well, I will have Juftice done; 
Hope not to bear away thy Crimes unpunifh'd, 
I will fee Juftice executed on thee, 
Ev'n to a Roman Stiiclnefs; and thou, Nature, 
» Or whatfoe'er thou art that plead'ft within me, 
Be ftill, thy tender Strug^lings are in vain. 
CALISTA. 

Then am I doom'd to live, and bear your Triumph 1 
To groan beneath your Scorn and fierce Upbraiding!, 
Daily to be reproach'd, and have my Mifery 
At Morn, at Noon, and Night told over to me, 
Left my Remembrance might grow pitiful, 
And jgrant a Moment's Interval of Peace ! 
Is this, is this the Mercy of a Father? 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 
SCIOLTO. 

Hence from my Sight, thy Father cannot bear thee; 
Fly with thy Infamy to fome dark Cell, 
Where, on the Confines of eternal "Night* ; 
Mourning, Misfortune, Cares and Anguiih^well; 
Where ugly Shame hides her opprobious Head, 
Ami f)eath and Hell detefted Rule maintain; . 
There howl out the Remainder of thy Life, t 
And wilh thy Name may be no more rememberM. 
CALISTA. 

Yes, I will fly to fome fuch difmal Place, 
And be more curft than you can wifh I were; 
This fatal Form, that drew on my Undoing, 
Fafting and Tears, and Hardfhip fhall deftroy ; 
Nor Light, nor Food, nor Comfort will I know, 
Nor ought that may conutwxe \\a\sdL\fc* 
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Then when you fee me meagre, wan and changed, 
Stretch*d at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
On that cold Earth 1 mean (hall be my Grave, 
Perhaps you may relent, and flghing fay* 
At length her Tears have walh'd her Stains away, : 
At length 'tis Time herPunifliment fliould ceafe; 
Die, thou poor fufPring Wretch, and be at Peace. 

. f £x7> Califta. 
$ C I O IT O. 
Who of my Servants wait there ? • 

Enter two or three Servants. , , ; 

On your Lives 
Take Care my Doors be guarded well, that none 
Pais out, or enter, but by my Appointment. 

[Exeunt Servants* 
ALT J MO NT. ' . 

There is a fatal Fury in your Vifage, ; 

it blazes fierce, and menaces Deftruc\ion : 
My Father, I am fick of many Sorrows, > 

Ev'n now my eafy Heart is breaking with 'em ; 
Yet, above all, one Fear diftra&s me mod ; 
I tremble at the Vengeance which you meditate, 
On the poor, faithlefs, lovely, dear Califta* 
S C I O L T O. 
Haft thou not read what brave Firginius did ?' v 
With his own Hand he flew his only Daughter, 
To fave her from the fierce Decemvir's Lull, 
He flew her yet unipotted, to prevent 
The Shame which fne might know. Then what ihon'd 
I do? 

But thou haft ty'd my Hand. I wo'not kill her; 

Yet by the Ruin flie has brought upon us, 
The common Infamy that brands us both, 
She flia* not 'fcape. 

ALTJMQ NT. 
Ydu mean that fhe mail die then f 
S C I L T O. 
Aflt me not what, nor how I have refolv'd, 
For all within is Anajchy and \3 pioux* 
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OJl Ahamnt! what a vail Scheme of Joy 
Has {his one Day deftroy'd ! Well did I hope 
This Daughter would have Weft my latter Days, 
That I fhou'd live to fee you the World's Wonder; 
Sojjappy, great, and good, that none were like you. 
While I, from bufy Life and Care fet free, 
Had fpent die Evening of my Age at Home, 
Among a little prattling Race of yours : 
There, like an did Man, talked *-while, and then 
Laid down and flept ia Peace. , Inftead of this, 
Sorrow and Shame, mult bring me to my Grave; 
Oh damn her! damn her! 

JLtittr a Servant. 

SERVANT, 

Arm yourfelf, my Lordf 
Jtojfano, who but now efcap'd the Garden, 
Has gather'd in the Street a Band of Rioters, 
Who threaten ycxu, aod all your Friends, with Ruin, 
UnleG Lrthari<rht return'd in iSa&ty. 
• SCIOLTD. 

By Heav'n, their Fury rifes to my Wifh, 
Nbr fhall Misfortune know my Houfe alone, 
But thou, Lothario, and thy Race, IhaU pay me, 
For all the Sorrows which my Age is curft with. 
I think my Name as great, my Friends as potent, 
As any in the State; all ihall be fummon'd : . 
I know that all will join their Hands to ours, 
And vindicate thy Vengeance. Raife the Body, 
And bear it in ; his Friends ihall buy him dearly, 
I will have Blood for Ranfom : When our Force - 
Is full, and arm'd, we ihall expeft thy Sword, 
To join with us, and iacrifice to Juilice.-^ — — 

. . . . £Exif Sciolto. 

\Tht Body of Lothario is carried off" SjStrwmts* 
< t ■ . »^ 
« / ; Manet 7 A v r a. fa o n t. 

' ALT AM ON T. 
There is a ftupid Wci^htu^on my Seftfes, 
A difmti, fuilea&tf&n&iH 'wk»K^ 
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The Storm Qf Rage and Grief, like filent Death, 
After the Tumult and Ate Noife of Life. ' * 
Wou'd it were Death, as fere 'tfs wond'rous like it, 
For I am fick of Living ; my .SouFs pall'd, 
She kindles Aotjwfrh Anger, jarJfcevengej > . j / / 
X.6ve wa^th'infoniiing, aftiwPire within.; ^ 
Now that is quench'd, the Mafe foists to. mow, 
And longs to min$ev with, its faikdred Earth. 

-• : [A twxultuouj, Noife, ivitb clajbing of Swords, 

Enter La vi n*^, wtt0J,jtp$erjUfpfi{fi fjfarftWWWifi&V**- 

Fly, fwiftly fly, to my HorafiofoAul,* ; *ri v >.<:■: 
Nor lofe your vai/i\oifi*iw* £\r*$ to me; 
Bring me my Lold* 4hy«Hutband to my Arms; 
He. is'LubJnia's We, bring him me fafc, / • :> i >■ • . ^ 
And I fhall be at Eafe, be wfell.-alid happy. n y/u . 

. ' J \. <V. v [Exeunt Servants* 
ALT^AMO NT. 

Art thou Laviuia? Oh ! wirat barbarous Hand; . » 
Could wrobglthy^ioor, de/emcekis Irmfccence, ' ./ 
And leave foch. Marks of jmjor^than favage/F*ry? 

My Brother ! Q my Htar* k full of Fears ; 
Perhaps .ev'n now my&zpxHerath ftfaodsij i - >l , > ■ 
Not farijorakence, ja&paffitigtQ'tlwPer^ 
• By a mad Mult&iide weww i&r*QuixW, 
Who raa Upon -.uswitht Rifled Swords, 
And cry *d aloud, for Vengeance, artdiLct/rarso. 
My Lord, with ready Boidnefe, Hood the Shock, 
To welter me from' Danger, "tut in vain, 
Had not a Party from Stiolto's Palace, 
RufiYd out, anil foajchidntie froraa^idffodie'rFray, 1 
^-h^AM.OMT. it 
Wha^xrf$r#iFi>ifltfdi - ...' c 

-LAVslKlA. -i • .i 
Ha! by my Joys fris, he: 

[£*«#/*£ iMtf, 

.He Jiws, 'becomes to blefs m&, \ve Va fcjfc\— — 
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JEWr Horatio, with two er three Servants, their 
Swords drawn, 

i SERF J NT. 
*T were at the utmoft Hazard of your Life 
To venture Forth again, 'till we are ftronger; 
Their Number trebles ours. 

>NQ RATIO. 

No Matter, let it; 
Death is not half fo fiiockirigras that Traitor. 
My honeft Soul is mad with Indignation, 
* To think her Phi rtnefs could be fo abus'd, ' 
As to miftake that/\#relch, and call him Friend : 
I cannot bear ihe Sight. ' , ? 

> ALT AMONT. 

i' Open thou Earth, 
Gape wide, .and take me down to fhy dark Bofom,, 
To hide me from Horatio, i 

.. HORATIO. 
\ 'Oh b&vinia! 

Believe not -but ! I joy to fee theefafe: V •; 
Wou'd our i^ For tue had not drove us hither ; 
I couM even wifh, we rather had been wreckt 
On any other Shore, than fav'd on this. 
LAriNlA. 
Oh, kt us bleft the Mercy that preferv'd us, 
That gracious Pov/r that fav'd us for each other: 
And, to adorn the Sacrifice of Praiie, 
Offer Forgivenefs too ; be thou like Heav'n, 
And put awajrth' Offences of thy Friend, 
Far, tar fcom thy Remembrance. 

ALT A MO NT. 

I have marlc'd him, 
To fee if one forgiving Glance •fiole hither, 
If any Spark of Friendflup were alive, 
That wou'd, by Sympathy, at Meeting glow, 
And ftrive to kindle up the Flame anew ; v 

'Tis loir, 'tis gone, his Soul is quite eftrang'd, 
And knows me for its Counter-part no more. 



HORATIO. 
. Th<m fcnbw'ft thy Rale, thy Umpire in Horatio; 
Nor canfl thou aflc ia vaia, command in vain,* 
Where Nature, Reafon, nay, where Love is Judge ; 
But when you urge my Temper to comply 
With what it mott abhors, I cannot do it, 
LAVINIA. 
Where didft thou get this fullen gloomy Hate? 
It was not in thy Nature to be thus ; 
Come put it off, and let thy Heart be chearful. 
Be gay again, and know the Joys of Fnendmip* 
TheTruft, Security* and mutual Tendernefc, 
The double Joys, where each i* glad for both; 
Friendfhip, the Wealth, the laft Retreat and Strength, 
Securr againfl ill Fortune, and the World. 

HORATIO. 
• I am not apt to take a light Offence, 
But patient of the Failings of my Friends, 
And willing' to forgive; but when an Injury 
Stabs to the Heart, and roufes my Refentment* j 

{Perhaps it is the Fault of my rude Nature) 
I own I cannot eafily forgive it, 

ALT A MO NT. 
Thou haft forgot me. 

HORATIO. 
No. . 
JLTAMONT. 

Why are thy Eyes 
Impatient of me then, fcornful and fierce ? 
HORATIO. 
Because they fpeak the Meaning of my Heart ; 
Becaufe they are honed, and difdain a Villain. 
ALTAMO NT. 
I hare wrong'd thee m«ch, Horeth. 
HORATIO. 

True, thou haft:" * 
When I forget it, may I be a Wrench, 
Vile as thyfelf, a faUe perfidious Fellow ; ' 
An infamous, believing, Britijb Hafloax^. 
Vol.1 N AVtA- 
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ALTAMVNT. 
I've wrongVlthee much, and Heav'n has well aveng'd It, 
1 have not, fince we parted, been at Peace, 
No* icnown one Joy firicere ; our broken Friendihip « * 
Purfu'd me to the laft Retreat of Love, 
Stood glaring like a Ghoft, and made me cold with 

Horror. 
Misfortunes on Misfortunes prefs upon me, 
Swell o'er my Head, like Waves, and dafti me down. 
Sorrow, Remorfe, and Shame, have torn my Soul ; 
They hang like Winter on my Youthful Hopes, 
And blaft the Spring and Proraife of my Year. 
LAV1KIA. 
So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
To lofe their Freihnefs amongft Bones and Rottennefi, 
And have their Odors ftifled in the Duft : 
Canft thou hear this, thou cruel, hard Horatio? 
Can ft thou behold thy Altamont undpne ? 
That gentle, that dear Youth! Canft thou behold him* 
His poor Heart broken, Death in his pale Vifage, 
And groaning out his Woes, yet ftand uinov'd > 
HORATIO. 
The Brave and Wife I pity in Misfortune ; 
But when Ingratitude and Folly fuffers, 
'Tis Weaknefs to be touched. 

ALTAMONT. 

I wo'not aflc thee 
To pity or forgive me ; but confefs, 
This Scorn, this Infolence of Hate is juft ; 
'Tis Conftancy of Mind, and manly in thee. 
But, Oh \ had I been wrong'd by thee, Horatio* 
There is a yielding Softnefs in my Heart 
Cou'd ne'er have flood it out ; but I had ran, 
With ftreaming Eyes, and open Arms, upon thee, 
And preft thee clofe, clofe ! 

HORATIO. 

J muft hear no more ; 
The Weaknefs is contagious, I ihall catch it, 
And be a tame, fond Wretch. 

LAVh 



\ 
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' LAVINIA. 

Where would'ft thou go? 
"Would'ft thou part thus ? You ma' not, 'tis impoflible; 
For I will bar thy Paflage, kneeling thus : 
Perhaps thy cruel Hand may fpurn me off; 
But 1 will- throw my Body in thy Way, 
And them malt trample o'er my faithful Bofom, 
Tread on me, wound me, kill me ere thou pafs* 
ALTAMONT. 
Urge not in vain thy pfious Suit, Lavinia ; 
J have enough to rid me of my Pain. 
Califta, thou hadft reach'd my Heart before; 
T^o make all Aire, my Friend repeats the Blow : 
But in the Grave our Cares (hall be forgotten ; 
There^Love and Friendfhip ceafe. [Falls* 

[Lavinia runs to kirn, and endeavours to rai/e him. 
L A F I N I A. 

Speak tome, Altamont* 
■tie faints! He dies! Now turn and fee thy Triumph. 
My Brother! But our Cares fhall end together; 
Here will I lay me down by thy dear Side, 
Uemoan thy too hard Fate, then (hare it with thee, 
And never fee my cruel Lord again. 

[Horatio runs to Altamont, and raifes him in his Arms. 

HORATIO. 
It is too much to bear! Look up, my Altamont / 
My (lubborn, unrelenting Heart has kilPd him. 
Look up and blefs me ; tell me that thou liv'ft ; 
Oh! I have urg'd thy Gentlenefs too far; [He revive*. 
Do thou and my Lavinia both forgive me ; 
A Flood of Tendernefs comes o'er my Soul ; 
I cannot fpeak • I love! forgive! and pity thee— — 
ALTAMONT. 
I thought that nothing cbuld have (lay'd my Soul ; 
That long ere this her Flight had reach >d the Stars; 
But thy known Voice has lur*d her back again* 
Methinks I fain wou'd fet all Right with thee, 
Make up this moft unlucky Breach, and then, 
With thine "and Heav'n's Forgivenefs on my Soul, 
Shrink to ray Grave, and be at Eafe for ever. 

N % ROUL 



£68 The Fair Pinit « c * t« 

HORATIO. 
( ByHeav'n my Heart bleeds for thee; ev'n this Moment, 
Ifeel thy Pangs of difappointed Love. 
Is it not Pity that this Youth ihould fail, 
That all his wond'rous Goodnefs fhou'd be loft, 
And the World never know it ? Oh, my Abamtmti 
Give me thy Sorrows, let me bear /em for thee, 
And fheiter thee from Ruin. 

LAFINIJ. 

Oh my Brother ! 
Think not but we will ihere in all thy Woes : 
^e'U fit all Day, and tell fad Talcs of Love ; 
And when we light upon fome faithlefs Woman, 
Some Beauty, like Califta, falfe and fair, 
We'll fix our Grief, and our Complaining there $ 
We'll curfe the Nymph that drew the Ruin on, 
And mourn the Youth that was like thee undone. 

[Extxgf. 
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ACT V, SCENE I. 

A Room hung with Black ; on one Side Lothario** 
Body on a Bier ; on the other \ a Table* with 
a Scull and other Bones* a Book and a Lamp 
on it. 

Calista is difiover'd on a Couch* 4it Black \ her Hair 
hanging loofe, and diforder'd : After Mufec and a Song, 
Jhe rtfes, and comes forward. 

SONG. 

I. 

JLTEAR, you Midnight Phantoms hear, 1 

'*"*' You, who pale and wan appear, > 

AndfiU the Wretch, who wakes, with Fear* J 

Ton who wander, /cream, and groan, 

Round the Man/ions once your own; 

You, whom ft ill your Crimes upbraid* 

You, who reft not with the Dead: 

From the Coverts where you ft ray, 

Where you lurk, andjhun the Day ; 

From the Charml and the Tomb, 

Hither hafteye, hither come. 

U. © 

Chide Califta for Delay; T 

Veil her, 'tis for her you ft ay \ \ 

Bid her die, and come away. q l 

See the Sexton with his Spade* 
See the Grave already mdde; 
Liften, Fair One, to thy Knell ; - 
Wis Mafic is thy pafttrtg Bell. 

N 3 CAUSTA 
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CAL1STJ. 
*Tis well ! thefe folemn Sounds, this Pomp of Horttir* 
Are fit to feed the Frenzy in my Soul; 
Here's Room for Meditation, ev'n to Madnefe, 
'Till the Mind burft with Thinking. This dull Flame 
Sleeps in the Socket. Sure the Book was left 

To tell me fomething; for Inftru&ion then - 

He teaches holy Sorrow, and Contrition* - 

And Penitence; Is it become an Art then, 

A Trick, that lazy, dull, luxurious Gownmen 
Can teach us to dc*over ? I'll no more on't : 

[Throwing a<wny the Book* 
I have more real Anguifh in my Heart, 
Than all their Pedant Difcipline e'er knew. 
What Charnel has been rifled for thefe Bones ? • 

Yy \ this is Pageantry : — •'They look uncouthly. 
But what of that, if He or She that own'd 'em. 
Safe from Difquiet fit, and fmile to fee 
The Farce their miferable Reliefs play f _ t 
But here's a Sight is terrible indeeed ; ^ 
Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lotfario,^ \ 
That dear Perfidious ! — Ah! — how pale he looks I 
How grim with clotted Blood, and thofe dead Eyes! 
Afcend, ye Ghofb, fantailic Forms of Night, 
In all your diff'rent dreadful Shapes afcend, . 
And match the prefent Horror, it you can. 

'Enter Sciolto., 

SCIOLTO. ,? 
This Dead of Night, this filent HouVof Darknefs, 
Nature for ReftCbrdain'd, and foftRepofe; 
And yet X)iftradlion, and tumultuous Jars* 
|Ceep all our frighted Citizens awake : 
The^Senate, weak, divided and irrefolute,. 
Want Pow'r to fuccour the aiHicled State. 
Vainly in Words and long Debates they're Wife,. 
While the fierce Factions fcorn their peaceful Orders, 
And drown the Voice of Law in Noife and Anarchy. 
Amid& the general Wreck, i%% ^kit ttve (lands, 

\Po%ntin& to ^o&a^ 
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Like Ifelcn, in the Night when Troy was fack'd, 
Spe&atrefs of the Mifchief which fhc made* 
* C ALISTA. 

It is Sciolto! be thyfelf, my Soul; 
Be ftrong to bear his fatal Indignation, 
That he may fee thou art not loft fo far y w« 

But fomewhat dill of his great Spirit lives 
In the forlorn Califta. 

SCIOLTO. 
Thou wert once 
My Daughter- 

C A L I S T A. 
Happy were it I had dy'dy 
And .never loft that Name. 

SCIOLTO. 

That's fomething yet. 
Thou wert .the very Darling of my Age; 
I thought the Day too fhort to gaze upon thee, 
That all the Bleffings I could gather for thee, 
By Cares on Earth, and by my Pray'rs to Heav'nv 
Were little for my Fondnefs to beftow ; 
•Why didft thou turn to Folly then, and curfe me? 

C A L I S T A. 
> Becaufe my Soul was rudely drawn from your's; 
A poor, imperfed Copy of my Father : 
Where Goodncfs, and the Strength of manly Virtue, 
Was thinly planted, and the idle Void 
JFHPd up with light Belief, and eafy Fondnefs; 
It was, becaufe I lov'd, and was a Woman. 
SCIOLTO. 
Hadft thou been honeft, thou hadft been a Cherubim*, 
But of that Toy, as of a Gem long lofty 
'Beyond Redemption gone, think we no more. 
Haft thou e'er dar'd to meditate on Death ? 
C A L I S T A. 
I have* as on the End of Shame and Sorrow. 

S C 10 L T O. 

Ha! anfwer me! Say, haft thou coolly thought ? 

Tis not the Stoic's Leffons got by Rote, TAsa 
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The Pomp of Words, and Pedant fiificmtkftt* 
That can fuftain thee in that Hour Of Terror : 
Books have taught Cowards to talk nobly of it ; 
But when the Trial comes, they fait, and ftand aghafl : 
Haft thou confider'd what may happen after it r 
How thy Account may ft and, and what to anfwer ? 
CALJS TA. 
Pve turn'd my Eyes inward upon myfel£ 
Where foul Offence, and Shame have laid all wane y 
Therefore my Soul abhors the wretched Dwelling* 
. And longs to find fome better Place of Reft* 

S C I G l ro s 

'Tis juftly thought, and worthy of that Spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian Breafts, when JUm 
Was Miftrefs of the World. I wou'd go on, 
And tell thee all my Purpo/e, but it flicks. 
Here at my Heart, and cann#t finda Wajr« 
CAIISTA. 
Then fpare the Tellings if it be a Pain* ; 

And write the Meaning with your Poayard here* 
S C 1 Ol T O. 
Oh ! truly gue&'d~4ee'ft thou this trembling Hand— 

[Holding up a Dagger* 
Thrice Juftice u*g'd — and thrice the flack'nihg Siaew* 
Forgot their Office, and confeft the Father; 
At length the ftubborn Virtue has prevail'd ; 
It muit, it mult be fo**~ Oh ! take k then, 

\Gpviug tht Daggtf* 
And know the reft untaught. 

C A L I S T A. 

I underhand yon % 
It is but. thus, and both are fatisfy'd. 

{§bc offers to kill htrfdf, Sciolto c*tcku bold of 
btr Arm* 

SCIOLTO. 
A Moment, give me yet a Moment's Space* 
The Item, the rigid Judge has been obey'd; 
Now Nature, ana the Father, claim their Tttlm. 
Jyc held the Balance mtiv ^VctatiUad* 
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And put off ev'ry tender, human Thought, 
To doom my Child to Death ; but fpare my Eyes 
The moil unnatural Sight, left their Strings crack, 
And my old Brain fplit, and grow mad with Horror* 
. CAl 1ST J. 

Ha! Is it poflible ? And is there yet 
Some little, dear Remain of Love and Tendcrnefs, 
For poor, undone Catifta, in your Heart ? 
SCIOLTO. 

Oh ! when I think what Pleafure I tool: in thee, 
What Joys thou gjav'ft me in thv prattling Infancy, 
Thy fprightly Wit, and early blooming Beauty; 
How I have flood, and fed my Eyes upon thee, 
. Then lifted up my Hands, and wond'ring, bleft thee j 
By my ftrong Grief, my Heart ev'n melts within me, 
I could curfe Nature, and that Tyrant, Honor, 
For making me thy Father, and thy Judge; 
Thou art my Daughter ftill. 

CAL 1ST A. 

For that kind Word, 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth ; 
Weep on your Feet, and blefe yofc for this Goodnefs; 
Oh ! 'tis too much for this offending Wretch, 
This Parricide, that murders with her Crimes, 
Shortens her Father's Age, and cuts him off, 
Ere little more than Half his Years be number'd. . 
SCIOLTO. 

Wou'd it were otherwife — but thou muft die, • 
CAL 1ST A. 

That I muft die ! it is my only Comfort : 
Death is the Privilege of Human Nature, 
And Life without it were not worth our taking : 
-Thither the Poor, the Pris'ner, and the Mourner, 
Fly for Relief, and lay their Burdens down. 
Come then, and take me now to thy cold Arms, 
Thou meagre Shade ; here let me breathe my laft, 
Charm'd with my Father's Pity and Forgivenefs, 
More than if Angels tun'd their golden Viols, 
And fung a Requiem to my parting Soul. 

N s SCIOLTO. 



274* *'&bc Fair Penitent. 

SCJOLTQ. 
I'm fummon'd hence ; ere this my Friends expeft me* 
There is I know not what of fad Prefage, 
That tells roe, I (hall never fee thee more ; 
If it be fo, this is our lait Farewel, 
And thefe the parting Pangs, which Nature, feels, 

When Anguifti rends the Heart-Brings Oh ! ray 

Daughter t [Exit Sciolto* 

C A L I S T A. 
Now think, thou curft CaJifta, now behold 
The Defolation, Horror, Blood and Ruin, 
Thy Crimes and fatal Folly fpread around, 
' That loudly cry for Vengeance on thy Head ; 
Yet Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfect Nature^. 
How blind with Paffions, and how prone to Evil* 
Makes riot too ftridfc Inquiry for Offences, 
"But is aton'd by Penitence and Pray'r : 
Cheap Recompence ! here 'twou'd not be receiv'd % 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, 
Andcleanfe the Soul from inbred, deep Pollution, 
And fee, another injur'd Wretch is come,. 
To call for Juitice from my tardy Hand* 

Enter Altamont. 
AL7AM0NT 
Hail to you Horrors ! hail .thou Houfe of Death t 
And thou the lovely Miftrefs of thefe Shades, 
\yhofe Beauty gilds the more than midnight Darknefs* 
And makes it grateful as the Dawn of Day. 
Oh ! take me in a Fellow-Mourner with thee, 
1*11 number Groan for Groan, and Tear for Tear ;. 
And when the Fountains of thy Eyes are dry, 
Mine lhall fupply the Stream, and weep for both. 
C A L I $ T A. 
I know thee well, thou art the injur'd Altamont\ 
Thou com'ft to urge me with the Wrongs I've done 

thee ; 
But know I Hand upon the Brink of Life, 
And in a Moment mean to fet me free 
Jtojn Shame, and thy \3$\nft&&3>« 

,ATuVJfc* 
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ALTAMONT. 
Falfly, falfly 
I>oft thou accufe me ; when did I complain, 
Or^unnur at my Fate ? For thee I have 
Forgot the Temper of Italian Hufbands, 
And Fondnefs hasjprevaiPd upon Revenge ; 
I bore my Load of Infamy with Patience, 
As holy Men do Puaifliments from Heav'n, 
Nor thought it hard, becaufe it came from thee : 
Oh ! then forbid me not to mourn thy Lofs, 
To wifti fome bettter Fate had rul'd our Loves, 
And that Califta had been mine, and true. 
C A I I S T A. 

Oh, Altamorit! 'tis hard for Souls like mine, 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amifs ; 'I 
But Oh I behold my proud, difdainful Heart, 
Bends to thy gentler Virtue ; yes, I own, 
Such is thy Truth, thy Tendernefi, and Love, 
SpSir are the Graces that adorn thy Youth, 
That, were I not abandoned t6 Deitru&iori, . 
With thee I might have liv'd, for Ages bleft, 
And dy'd in Peace within hy faithful Arms. 
A L TAMO NT. 

Then Happinefs is ftill within our Reach ; 
Here let Remembrance lofe our paft Misfortunes, 
Tear all Records that hold the fatal Stpry ; 
Here let our Joys begin, from hence go on 
In Jeng fucceffive Order. 

a A L I $ T A. 

What! in Death? 
< ALTAMONT. 

Then art thou fix'd to die— But be it fo, 
We'll go together; my advent'rous Love . 
Shall follow thee to thofe uncertain Beings ; 
Whether, our lifelefs Shades are doom'd to wander 
In gloomy Groves, with difcontented Ghofts $ 
Or whether thro' the upper Air we fleet, 
And tread the Fields of Light, ftill I'll purfue thee,. 
'Till Fate ordains that we mall part no more. 

N 6 C A LIST A. 
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C AL I S T A. 
Oh no ! Heav'n has fome better Lot in Store 
To crown thee with ; live, and be happy long ; 
Live for fome Maid that (hall deferve thy Goodnefsy 
Some kind unpraclis'd Heart, that never yet 
Has liften'd to the Falfc Ones of thy Sex, 
Nor known the Arts of oars ; fhefliall reward thee* 
Meet thee with Virtues equal to thy own, 
Charm thee with Sweetnefs, Beauty, and with Truth* 
Be blelt in thee alone, and thou in her. 

Enter Horatio* 

HO RATIO. 
Now mourn indeed, ye miferable Pair, 
For now the Meafure of your Woes is full. 
ALTAMONT. 
What doft thou mean, Horatio ? 
HORATIO. 

Oh I 'ris dreadm; 
TThe great, the good Sciolto dies this Moment* 
CALISIA. 
My Father ! 

ALTAMOTtT. 
That's a deadly Strofce indeed* 
HORATIO. 
Not long >ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and thofe unbidden ; 
I heard which Way he took, and ftrait pur&'d him* 
But found him compafs'd by Lothario's Faction, 
Almoft alone, amidft a Crowd of Foes ; 
Too late we brought him Aid, and drove them back £ 
Ere that his frantic Valor had provoked 
The Death he feem'd to wifh for from their Sword*. 
C A LIST A. 
And doft thou bear me yet, thou patient Earth ? 
Doft thou not labor with my murd'rous Weight ? 
And you, ye glitt'ring heav'nly Hoft of Stars, 
Hide your fair Heads in Clouds, or I mall blaft yon, 

' For 
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For Tarn all Contagion, Death, and Ruin, 
And Nature fickens at me ; reft, thon World; 
Tfti» Parricide (hall be thy Plague no more ; 
Thus, thus, I fet thee free. [Stats* herfelfr 

HORATIO. 

Oh! fatal Rafhnefs ! 
ALTAMONT. 
.Thou doft ffrftroA me well; to lengthen Life, 
J$ but a Trifle now. 

[Altamont offers to kill bimfelfi Horatio prevent* 
htm> and nurtfts his Byword from bim% 
HORATIO., 
Ha ! what means 
The frantic Ahammtf Some Foeto- Man*: 
Has 1>reath'd on ev'ry Breaft contagious Furyv 
And epidemic Madnefc. 

fi*t$r SciOtTt, p*le *nd tlotufc fmpporfed fy 
..■>•'..- Sefiuuits. 

< CALISTA 

Oh, my Heart? 
*WelI may'ft thoft fell; for fee the Spring that fed 
Thy vkal Stream is wafted, and runs low. 
My Father I wiH yet* now at laft forgive me, 
If after all my Crimes* and all your Sufferings, 
I call you Once again by that dear Name ? 
Will you forget my Shame, and thofe wide Wonndty 
Lift up your Hand, and blefs me ere I go 
Down to my dark Abbde ? 

SCIOLTO; 

Alas ! my Daughter I 
Thou haft rafhly ventur'd in a ftormy Sea, 
Where Life, Fame, Virtue, all were wrecked and loft j 
But fure thou'ft borne thy Part in all the Angnifh, 
And fmarted with the Pain ; then reft in Peace, 
Let Silence and Oblivion hide thy Name, 
And fave thee from the Malice of Pofterity ; 
And may'ft then find with Heav*n the fame Forgivenefe, 
As with thy Father here,—- Die, and be happy. 

CALISTA. 



CAL1STA. ■: 

Celeftial Sounds ! Peace dawns upon my Soul, 

And ev'ry Pain grows lefs' -Oh ! gentle Ahamonty 

Think not too hardly of me when I'm gone,, ; 

% But pity me Had I but early known 

Thy wond'rous Worth, thou excellent young Man, 
We had been happier both :— — Now 'tis too late, 
And yet my Eyes take Pleafure to behold thee. 

Thou art their laft dear Object. Mercy, Heav'n I* 

. [She dies* 

A L TAMO NT. 
Cold! dead and cold! and yet thou art not chang'd,. 
But lovely frill ! Hadftthou a thpufand Faults, 
What Heart fohard,. what Virtue fo fevere,i 
But at that Beauty muft of force relented, 
Melted to Pity, Love, and to Forgivenefs t 
SCJOLTO. 
\jE)hl turn thee from that fotal-Objca! ; Altamonfy 
Come near, and let me blefs thee ere I die. 
To thee, and brave Horatio I bequeath 
My Fortunes-*— Lay me by ithy noble Father, 
And love my Mem'ry as thou haft done bis* 
For thou haft been my Son.— Oh !- gracious Heav'n £ 
Thou that -haft endlefs Bleffings ftill in ftore, 
For Virtue, and for filial Piety,. 
Let C^rief, Difgrace,. and Want-be far away,, 
Bur multiply thy Mercies- on his Head 5. 
Let Honor, Greatnefs, Goodnefs ftill be with him, 

And Peace in all his Ways. <• — [He dies* 

ALT A MO NT. 

Take, take it all;, 
To:thee; Horatio* I refign the Gift,. 
, While I purfue my Father and my Love,. 
And find my only Portion in the- Grave. 
HO R AT I 0. 
The Storm of Grief bears hard upon his Youth, 
And bends him like a drooping Flower to Earth. 
Raiife him, and bear him in, [Altamont is carried off. 

By 
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By fush Examples are we taught to prove, » 

*Fhe Sorrows that attend unlawful Love ; * 

Death, or fome worfe Misfortunes, foon divide 
The injur'd Bridegroom from his guilty Bride :. 
If ypu would have the-NuptiaLUnionJalt, .* 
let Virtue be the. Bond that ties it faft. 

[Exeunt OmntSkk 
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EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Mrs. |$r ace girdle, wha 
play'd Lavinia. 



YOU fee the tripping Dame could find no Favor} 
Pearly fie paid for Breach of good Behavior, 
Nor could her loving Hu/band's Fondnefsfave her. 
Italian Ladies lead but f curvy Lives, 
there's dreadful dealing with eloping Wives ; 
Thus 'tis, becaufe tbefe Hujhands are obeyed 
By Force of Laws, which for them/elves they made* 
With Tales of old Prefcriptions they confine 
The Right of Marriage-rule to their Male Line, 
And huff, and domineer, by Right Divine, 
Had *we the Pow'r, we'd make the Tyrants know 
What 'tis to fail in Duties which they owe ; 
We'd teach the f aunt* ring Squire, who loves to roam r 
Forgetful of bis own dear Spoufe at Home, 
Wbofnores at Night fupimly by her Side, 
9 Twas not for this the nuptial Knot was ty 9 d. 
The plodding Pet ty-fogger, andtheCit, 
Have learned at leaf this Modern Way of Wit : 
Each ill-bred fenfelefs Rogue, tho* ne'er ' fo dull,. 
Has tb' fytpudence to think his Wife a Fool-, 
Hefpends the Night, where merry Wags rrfort r 
With joking Clubs, and Eightcen-penny Port ; 
While Jhe poor Soul's contented to regale, 
By a fad Sea-coal Fire, with Wigs and Ale. 
Well may the Cuckold-making Tribe find Grace> 
And fill an abfent HuJbancPs empty Place ; 
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If you wou'd fer bring Conftancy in Fajhion* 

Ton Men muftfirfi begin the Reformation. 

Then/ball the golden Age of Love return* 

No Turtle for her wand* ring Mate Jhall mourn* 

No foreign Charms JhaU caufe domeftic Strtfe, 

But ev'ry married Man Jhall to aft his Wife ; 

Phillis Jhall not be to the Country fent f 

For Carnivals in Town to keep a tedious Lent l 

Lampoons Jhall [ceafe, and envious Scandal die, 

^nd all jhall livtin Peace, liki my good Man and U 
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TRAGEDY. 



Stultinm Rtgum If Popuhrum contfait JSftuj—— 
Rur/m quid Virttu % If quid Sapientia pojfit 
Utili propofuit Nobis Exemplar Vlyjffem. 

Horat. Epift. Libf i. EpilL a. 
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Printed ia the Year 1746L 



To the Right Honourable 



Sidney Z^/^Godolphin, 

Lord High-Yreajurer of England, and Knight 
of the moft NoMc Or dor of the Garttr* 



MyLord, 

IF thofe Cares in which the Service of 
a great Qu een, and the Love of Your 
Country, have fo juftly engaged Your Lord- 
lhip, would allow any Leifare to run back 
and remember thofe Arts and Studies, which 
' were once the Grace and Entertainment of 
Your Lordftiip's Youth ; I have Preemp- 
tion enough to hope, that this Tragedy may, 
fome time or other, find an Hour to divert 
Your Lordfhip, Poetry, which was fo ve- 
nerable to former Ages, as in many Places 
to make a Part of their Religious Wor- 
/hip, and every where to be had in the 
higheft Honor and Efteem, has miferably 
lauguifhed and been defpifed* fat <ma&. <& 
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tW Favor and Prote&ion which it founcfr 
in the famous -Augujlan Age. Since then> 
it may be aflerted, without any Partiality 
to the prefent Time, it never had a fairer 
Profpeft of lifting up its Head, and re- 
turning to its former Reputation, fhan now; 
And the beft Jteafon can be given for it, is, 
that it feems to have a particular Hope 
from, and Dependance upon Your Lordfhip, 
and to expeft all juft Encouragement, when 
thofe Great Men, who have the Power to 
protect it, have fo delicate and polite a Tafte 
and Underftanding of its true Value. The 
. reftoring and preferving any Part of Learning, 
is fo generous an Adtion in itfelf, that.it 
naturally falls into Your Lordfhip's Province, 
fince everjr Thing that may ferve to improve 
the Mind, has a Right to the Patronage of 
fo great and univerfal a Genius for Know- 
ledge as Your Lordfhip's. It is indeed a 
Piece of good Fortune, upon which I cannot 
help congratulating the prefent Age, that " 
there is fo Great a . Man, at a Time, when 
there is fo great an Occafion for him. The 
iDivifions which Your Lordlhip has healed, 
the Temper which You have reftored to our 
Councils, and that ' indefatigable Care and 
Diligence which ,Yoii have ufed in, preferving 
our Peace at Home ? are Benefits fo virtuoufly 
and fo feafonably conferred upon Your Coun- 
try, as fhatt dnro tSaa ^ti\fe* <& ^ ^E& 
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Me», and the Bkffings. of all good M*»« 
upon Your LordfhipV Name, A nd when * 
thofe unreafonable Feuds and Animofities, 
which keep Fa&ioi^ alive,: fhajl be buryed 
ih Silence and forgotten, that great public" 
Good fhall be univerfaUy acknowledged, as 
the happy Effedt pf Your Lordfhip's moil 
■equal Temper and right Underftanding. 
That this glorious End may very fuddenly 
fucceed to Your Lordfhip's Candor ancT 
generous Endeavors after it, muft be the Wi(h 
of every good Englifoman. I am, 



A^Lord, 

Tour Lordjhifs 
moji obedient 
humble Servant, 



^•"Blv*^* 
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? R O L O G U E. 

Spoken by Mr, Bettertow. 



TO Night, in. Honor tf the marry f d Lift*, 
Our Author treats you^witb a virtuous Wife 7 
A Lady, who, for Twenty Tears, withflood 
The pr effing Infiances of Flejh and Blood ; 
Her Hujb and ^ fill a man of Senfe reputed, 
ipnlefs this Tale his Wifdom have confuted?) 
Left her at ripe Eighteen, tofeek Renown, 
And battle for a Harlot at .Troy Town ; 
"To fill his Place, frejh Lovers came in Shoals, 
Much fuch as now- a- days are Cupid' s Tools, 
Some Men of Wit, hut the moft part were Fools, 
They fent her Billets-doux, and Prefents many, 
Of ancient Tea *WThericlean China ; 
RaiVd at the Gods, toafled her o*er and o'er, 
Drefs'dat Her, danced, and fought, and figh'd, andfwore y 
InjBort, did all that Men cauld do to have her, 
And damn *d themfelves to get into her Favor ; 
But all in vain, the virtuous Dame flood Buff, 
And let 'em know thatjhe was Coxcomb Proof % 
Meffieurs the Beaux/ what think you of the Matter ?, 
Don 7 you believe old Homer p^V* to flatter ? 
When you approach, and pr effing the f oft Hand, 
Favors, with well-bred Impudence? demand, 
Is it in Woman's Weaknefs to withfland? 

Ceafe to be vain, and give the SexLtheir Due ; 
Our Englifh Wives Jhall prove this *tory true r 
We ttave our chafte Penelope* s, «u>bo mouvu 
IT&eir WidovfdBtds* and wait tfc*ir Lord;K«t*Yu\ 
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PROLOGUE. 

We have our Heroes too, who iravely bear* 
Far from their Home, the Dangers of ihe War% ^ 
Who carelefs of the Winter Seafon's Rage, 
New Toils explore, and in new Cares engage 5 
From Realm to Realm their Chief uwwearf d goes, 
And reftlefs journies on, to give the World Repofe* s 
Such are the conftant Labors of the Sun, 
Wbofea&ivt, glorious Courje is never done ; 
And tho f when hence he parts, with us 9 tis Night 9 
Still he goes on, and lends toother Worlds his Light* 

Ye beauteous Nymphs, with open Arms prepare 
To meet the Warriors, and reward their Caret 
May you for ever kind and faithful prove, 
And pay their Days of Ton with Nights of Love ! 



Vol. I. k O Dramatis 



Dramatis Perfonse. 



M E N. 

ULrSSES, King of Mata, e<m^> 

ceal'd for. fbtrtt time under theVNftr. BttttrH*. 
Name'of JEthbn. J . 

Eurymachus, King, of Same*. ftfh Verhrnggau 

Thoon, I p* et£n ,fe* s ^ thc J Mr. Kgafi. 

Ephtahes, J . ^- l_Mr. Freeman. 

Tekmacbus, Son to Itfg^w and Pe- 7 M ^ , 
nelope* j 

Antineus, a Nobleman of Ithaca, fe- 7 . - _. - , 
cretly in Love with thc Queen, J Mn «%0"** 

**•* I Friends to Antinous. \ *£'• £**"• 
Areas, J J Mr. Cory. 

Mentor, Tutor to Yelemathus^ Mr. Bowman* 

Eumaus, an old Servant, and faithful to Ulyffes* 

tZeraunus, a S ami an Officer belonging to Eurymachus* 

WOMEN. 

Penelope, Queen of Ithaca. Mrs. J5«rry. 

Semanthe, Daughter to Eurymachus* Mrs. BracegirdU. 

Several Samian and Ithacan Officers and Soldiers, with 
other Attendants, Men and Women* 

S C E N E, IT H A CJ. 
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A P A L AC E. 

Enter TelemachOs <wm? Mentor; 



TELE MAC HUS. 

OME If TO A f Urge rio more my royal Birth, 
*■ tfrtae' not the Honors of my Race divine, 
Call tforto my Remembrance what I am, 
Born of Iffy/fes, ana deriv'd from Jove ; 
For 'tis the Curfe of nsighty Minds oppreft, 
To think what their State is, and what it fhou'd be ; 
Impatient of their Lot* they reafon fiercely, 
And call the Laws of Providence unequal. - 
MENTOR. 
And therefore wert thou bred to virtuous Knowledge^ 
And Wifdom early planted in thy Soul ; 
That thou mi^ht'H know* to rule the fiery Paffions, 
To bind their Ragi, and Hay their headlong Courfe, 
To bear with Ac'&tents, ^antf tv'rf Chang: 
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Of various Life, to ftruggie with Adverfity* 
To wait the Lei lure of the righteous Gods, 
'Till they^ in their own good appointed Hour, 
Shall bid tny better Days come forth at once, 
A long and mining Train ; till thou well-pleas'd 
Shalt bow, and bleb thy Fate, and own the Gods are juft. 
TELEMAC HU S. 

Thou prudent Guide, and Father of my Youth, ^ 
forgive mj^ Tranfp<frts, if I feem tqlofe 
The Reverence to thy facred Precepts due ; „ 
'Tis a juft Rage and honeft Indignation. 
Ten Years ran round ere Troy was doom'dto fall* 
Ten tedious Summers and ten Winters more 
By turns have-chang'd the Seafons fince it fell, 
And yet we mourn my Godlike Father's Abfenxe, 
As if the Grecian Arms had ne'er prevail'd, 
But Jove and HecJor ftill maintain'd the War. 
MENTOR. 

Tho' abfent, yet, if Oracles are true, 
He lives and fhall return. — Where'er he wanders, 
Purfu'd by hoftile Trojan Gods, in Peril 
Ofcthe waiie Defert, or the foamy Deep, 
Or Nations wild as both, yet Courage, Wifdom, 
And Pallas, Guardian of his Arms, is with him. 
TELEMAC Ht/S. 

And Oh I to what does the Gods Care referve him ? 
Where is the Triumph fhall go forth to. meet him ? 
What P<can fhall be fung to blefs his Labors ? 
What Voice of Joy fhall cry, Hail King of Ithaca P * 
Riot, and Wrong, and woful Djefolatkm, 
Spread o'er the wretched Land, fhall blaft his Eyes # 
Arid make him curfe the Day of his Jtetur<n,. 
* MENTOR. 

YourGuett, the.StrangerydEV^*. 

* Enter Ithon. 

TELEMAC HUS. 

By myl<*fe; 
And by thereat XJlj£ii % truly welcome ; 

Oil 
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Oh thou moft worthy jEtbon, thou that wert 
In Vouth Companion of my FatheVs Arms, 
And Partner of his Heart, does it not grieve thee 
To fee the Honor of his Royal Name 
Defpis'd and fet at nought ? his State o'er-run, 
Devour'd and parcePd out by Slaves fo vile, 
That if oppos'd to him 'twould make Comparifon 
A bfurd and monftrous feem, as if to mate • 
A Mole-hill with Olympus F 

jE T H O N. 

He was my Friend, . 
I think I knew him ; and, to do him, right* , , 

He was a Man indeed— »Not as thefe are, 
A Rioter, or Doer of foul Wrongs ; 
But boldly juft, and more like what Man flvou'd be. 
T E LEMAC HUS. 
From Morn "till Noon, from Noon 'till the Shades 
darken, 
From E'vning 'till the Morning dawnsf again, ' r , - 
Lewdnefs, Confufion, Infolence, and Uproar, ' l ; 
Are all the Bus^nefs of their guilty Hours ; * ; ' , 
The Cries of Maids enfore'd, the Roar of Drunkards, 
Mixt with the Braying of the Minttrels Nbife 
Who minifters to Mirth, ringjhro' the Palace, 
And echo to the Arch of Heav'n their Crimes. 
Behold ! ye Gods, who judge betwixt your Creatures^ 
Behold the Rivals nf thg great Tjly/fc* '' y** , , 

Doubt not'' but all their Crimes, an# all thy Wrongs 
Are judg'd by Nemefis and equal Jove ; / 
Suffer the Fools to laugh and loll fecure,'' '_ * ' ; ' ' '. 

This is their Day, but there is one behind 

For Vengeance and Ulyffes. 

jETHON. 

'Till that Day, 
That Day of Recompence and righteous Juftic^e, 
Learn thou, my Son, the cruel Arts of Courts ; 

O 3 Learn 
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Learn to dUTemble Wrongs, ^o <qi^£ atlnjurte^ 
And fuffer "Crimes, thou want'flt the Povy> to punUh* 
Beeafy, affable, familiar, friendly, 
Search, and know 4$ Ma^K&4's myfteriw Ways* 
But trull the Secret jo£ thy Soul to none ; 
Believe me, feye^tv years, 'a^nd all t;be gom>\KS 
Thatjfeventy ye^ra Jarin^ w^ ^ haseihw towght me* 
Thus only, tp]$e 6/ein /uc& a W©44 9£ thi*is. 

2i*/<r Antjnous. 

Hail to thee, Prince j tjpjj Soaof grea* t/&$f/* 
Offspring of Gods,' mpft ^itHy of! thy Race* 
May ev'ry Day lite this bjehftppy to thjeg,. 
Fruition and $uecefs attencj WHT Withes, 
A nd everlaftinjg filory crown thy Youth I 

Thou greets me ~ hfce a Friend-— ^Cog^e ntary 

May I beljeye tlja* $men qf my ffrPPig*& 

That Jo^ whipfc 4w&&ia thy che^rjijl J?yes t 

Or 4»it r t^a>/%1th0M know'ft my land, £wd tfearfc, 

Dbfl thou '.r>ekav &* *° dexeitfal fj&pes. 

And footji me' Ufce; an, Jnfajit, with a'^pfc 

Of fome £ ejjchv, ^w^ear-Dfilight, 

Wh ich ihou.dTdft never purpofe #> beftow ?> 

ByaJJ tfee ecttte Fires that burn before &el> 
1 have theTcirideft Sounq^tpMcTs ypiurEar witfi^ 
IS ay, and the trvi'ejl top, PI} {wear I t^in^, 
That ever Love ajpd Innocence jnfpjr.'d*. 

Ha ! from Smanth* ? 

fym tl>e (air {gtwfar 
The gentle, tfie %giving — r— - 

Soft, X&V 4$tinous, 
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Keep the dea? Secret fafe ; Wifdonvand Age 

Reafon perverfely when they judge of Love. 

A Bus'nefs of a Mordent cajls me hence, [To Men* 

That ended IH1 attend the Qjieen ; till then, 

Mentor / the nobfe Stranger is thy Care. 

Fly with me to feme fafe, fbme facred Privacy, 

% " [To Ant. 
There charm my Senfes with Semantbe's Accents, 
1 here pour thy Balm into my love-fick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. [Exeunt Tel. and AnU 

jE T H N. 

This fmooth Speaker, 
This fupple Courtier is in Favor with you. 
Mark'd you the Prince ? how, at this Man's Approach, 
The Fiercenefs, Rage, and Pride of Youth declin'd > 
His changing Vifage wore a Form more gentle, 
And ev'ry Feature took a fofter Turn j 
As if his Soul bent on fonie new Employment, 
Of different Purpofe from the Thought before, 
Had fummon'd other Counfeh, other Paffions, 
And dreft her in a gay fantadic Garb 
Fit for th' Adventure which me meant to prove. 

By Jove, I lik'4 it not 

MENTOR. 

The Prince, whofe Temper 
Is open as the Day, and unfufpe^ing, 
Efteems him as devoted to his Service; 
Wife, brave, and juft : • Anjd fince his late Return 
From Neftor'sCow at Py&j he ftill has held him 
In mo|0 cfyftia) Nearnefs to his Heart. 

M T HO N. 
'Tis ra&» and favQrs of unwary Youth : 
Tell him he.truils too far— ^— If I miftook not, 
You feid he was a Wooer. 

MENTOR. . 
True, he was ; 
Noble by Birth, and mighty in his Wealth, 
Proud of thcPajtript's Name and People's Praife, 
By Gifjt^ by friendly Offices and Eloquence, 

O ^ ^* 
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He won the the Herd of Ithacans to think himr 
Ev'n worthy to fupply his Mailer's Place. 
jE r H O N. 

Unthinking, changeable, ungrateful Itbaca f 
But Mentor/ fay, the Qeeen ! Coti'd flie forget 
The DiiPrenee 'twixt Ufyjffes and his Slave ? 
Did not her Soul refent the Violation, 
And, fpight of all the Wrongs me labor'd under* 
Dafh his Ambition and prefumptuous Love I 
MENTOR. 

Still great and royal in the worJVof Fortunes, 
With native Pow'r and Majefty array'd, 
She aw'd this rain Ixion with her Frown ; 
Taught him to bend his abjedt Head to Earth, 
Ani own his humbler Lot— —He ftood rebuk'd* 
And full of guilty Sorrow for the paft, 
Vow'd to repeat the daring Crime no more, 
But with Humility and loyal Service 
To purge his Fame, and warn the Stains away* 

J2 T H O N. ' 

Deceit and Artifice! the Turn's too fudden ? 
Habitual Evils feldom change fofoon, x 

But many Days mufl pafs, and many Sorrows, 
Confcious Remorfe and Anguifh muft be felt, 
To curb Defire, to break the ftubborn Will, 
And work a fecond Nature in the Soul, 
* re Virtue can refume the Place fhe joft ; 
'Tis elfe Difliumulation— But no more, 
The ruffling Train of Suitors are at banct, 
Thofe mighty Candidates for Love and Empire j * 
'Tis well the Gods are mild, when thefe dare hope 
To merit their beft Gifts by Riot and Jnj«ftice. ! 

Enter Polydamas, Agenor, Thoon, Ephialtes *#</ 
Attendants. 

POL YD AM AS. 
Our Souls are out of Tune, we languiih all, 
Nor dtjes the fweet returning of the Dawn 

Chea* 
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Chear with its ufual Mirth our drowzy Spirits, 
That droop'd beneath the lazy leaden Night. 

. A G E N O R. y 

Can we, who fwear we love, (mile or be gay, . 
When our fair Queen* the Goddefs of our Vqws, 
She that adorns our Mirth and gilds our Day,' 
Withholds the Beams' that only can revive us ? 

T H O O N. .._.".. . , 

Night muft involve the World 'tilf (he appear, ; 

The Flow'rs in painted Meadows hang their HeatLs* '' x } 
The Birds awake not to their Morning Songs, 
Nor early Hinds renew their conftant Labor ; - J ■ ■» - *- 
Ev'n Nature feems to {lumber 'till her Call, ,. ... 
Regardlefs of th' Approach of any other Day. * ' £ * „ 
JSPHIALTES. 

Why is me then withheld, this public Go6d ? ' ' ' 
Why does (he give thofe Hours that ihould rejoice us; ! 
Ta Tears, Perverfenefs, and to fallen Privacy ; . 
While vainly here we wafte our lufty Youth, . . . , - 

In Expe&ation of th' uncertain Bleffing ? ..'.'.' 

PQ LTD AM AS, ' : ' 1 " l -' f 

For twice two Years, this coy, this cruel Beauty 
Has mock'd our Hopes, and croft 'em with Delays j ( 
At length the female Artifice is plain j r ^ * T-r ' 1 *\ J 
The Riddle of her myftic Web is known, \ \ , r , { 
Which ereher.fecond Choice (he fwore to Weave ; l l [\ 
While ftilkhe-fecret MaKce of the Night i j 

Undid the Labors of the former Day. ' ' 

r A G E N 6 Rr.. 

Hard are the Caws of Love's defpotic Rule, 
And ev'ry Joy is trebly bought with Pain"; ,, ^ v , 
Crown -we the Goblet then; and call on iaccHui; Y**' 
Bacchus the jolly God of laughing Pleafures, 
Bid ev'ry Voice of Harmony awake, ^ 

Apollo's Lyre, and Hermes 9 tuneful Shell ; 
Let Wine an&Mufic join to fwell the Triumph, 
To footh uneafy Thought, and lull Defire/ • 

AS T II N. 

Is this the Rev'rence due to facred Beauty, 
CW-thefo-the Rites the Cyprian Goddefs claims I 
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There rudp licentious Orgies are for &tfvr/^ 
And fucK the drunken Homage whighthgy ;.paj^ 
To old SiUnus nodding on his 'A£. 
But be it as it may ; it fpcate. you. well. 
E P li I A[ 2* * M £• 
What Cm the Slave? 

r # o o # 

Oh i *tis the Snarler JBtbon^ 
A privile^'d Talker—Give fcinj fcave to rail; 
Or fejid for Irus forth, his fellow iSroll, . 
JVnd*let 'em play a Match of Mirth before us^ 
And Laughter be the Prize, to crown tne Victor. * 
' 4 JE T H O.N. 
And doftthou anfwer to Reproof with Laughter ?: 
But do fo ftilj, "and be wh^t thou wert born ; 
Stick to thy native Sehfe, and fcorn Inftru&ion* 
Oh Tolly ! What an Empire haft thou here ! 
What Temples ftall be rais'd to thee 1 What Crowds 
Of flav'fing, hooting, fenfelefs, fhameful Idiots 
Shall worfhi^ at thy ignominious Altars, 
Whye Princes are thy Prielts 1 

PdltVAMASi, 

Why fhoud'ft thou think,, 
O'erweehing, infolent, unmanner'd Slave, 
That Wifdom does forfake the : ^ealtb, tte Honors,, . 
And fqll Prpfpenty of p r i n ce S Courts^ 
To dWell with Rags and Wfetchednefc like thine ? 
Why doft thou call him' Fool ? J , 
' JE %HO&. 

Speecg i§ mp^free, 
It is Jove's Gift to all Mankind in common. 
Why doit thou call me poor, and think me, wretched, & 
« PO IT DAM AS, 

Becaufe thou art fo. 

jETHON. 

Anfwer to thyfelf, 
And let ft ferve for thee and for thy Friend. 
A G £ iV" O P. 
He talks Uke Oracles, obfeure and n\ort. \ 

th\on. 
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JE r B Q M> 
I wou*d be underHood, hut Apprefeenfiont 
Is not thy Taleti*~~*--Mid nright Surfeits,. Wine, 
And painful uiuhgdbed Morning Fumes,. 
Havetmarr'citby Under ftanding* , 

EPHIALTES. 

Hence, thou Mifcreaixt! 
My I-owk, this Raifer is not to be borne. 

And wherefore art thou borne, thou public Grievance; 
thou Tyrant, bfcrn to be & Nation's Punifhmeni ; 
Tetfcourg* thy guilty Subjects for their Crimes, 
And prove Heav Vs iharpcft Vengeance ? 
EBHLALVES. 

Spurn him hence*, 
And tear the rude, unhallow'd Ratter's Tongue 
Forth, from. h>s. Throat. 

JSl <£ H O N. 
If- brutal Violence^ ' 

And Luft of foul Revenge, mould urge thee on, - 
Spight of the Queen, and hofpitable Jaw* 
T'opprefs a Stranger, fingle and unarmed, 
Yet mark rae well, I was. not- born thy VaflkU 
And wert thou, ten Times greater than thou a rt. 
And ten Times more a.Kiingy thus wou'd I meet thee; 
Thus naked. as Lara, L would oppofe thee, 
And fight a Womanf s Battle with my Hands, 
Ere thou fhould'frdo me Wrong, and go unpuninVcL - 
E PHIALTES. 
Ha.! doll thou brave me, Dog? 

Coming, up to JEthon... 
VELQ ON. 

Avant! 
BO LTD AM AS, 

Begone! 

Enter E u r y m a c h u s. 

EURTMACHUS. 
What Daughter of old Cha%s, and the Night, 
What Fury loiters yet behind the Shades, , 

a 6. Tl<* 
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To vex the peaceful Morn with Rage, and Uproar ? 
Each frowning Vifage, doubly dy*d with Wrath, * 
Your Voices in tumultuous Clamors rais'd, 
Venting Reproach, and ftirring fbong Contention, 
Say, you have been at Variance— Speaks ye. Princes^ 
Whence. grew th'OccafionJ.. ...;...' 
JB T H O N. 

King of Santos, hear me. '. 
To thee v as to a King, worthy the Name, 
The Majefty andRight-divine of Pow'ry 
Boldly I dare appeal-— This King oPSeripbos* 

[Pointing u Ephialtes- 
This Ifland Lowfc this Monarch of a Rock*, . 
He and his Fellow Princes..there, yonlBand 
Qf eating, drinking Lovers, have, in Scorn 
Of the Gods Laws, and Strangers fecred Privilege, 
OfFer'd me foul Offence, and moft unmanlv.Injuries.l 
EURTMJCHUS. 

Away ! it is too much— You. wrong. your Honors,—- 

\SFotbe> Wooers*- 
And ftam theLufire of your royal Names, 
To brawl and wrangle with a Thing beneath you;^ 
Are we not Chief on Earth., and plac'd aloft? 
And when we poorly ftoop to mean Revenge, . 
W*e*ftand debas'd, and level with>the Slave*. 
Who fondly dares us with his vain Defiance. - 
EBHIJLTES. 

Henceforward, let the ribbald Railer learn. 
To curb the lawlefs* Licence of -. his Speech ; 
Let him be dumb, we wo'not brook his Prating* 
EURTMAC HUS. 

Go to ! You are to bitter— But na more ; [To JEthotu . 
Let ev'ry jarring Sound of Difcord ceafe, 
Tune all your Thoughts and Words toiBeauty's Praife> T 
To Beauty, that, with fweet and pleafant Influence, 
Breaks like the Day-ftar from the chearful Eaft.. 
For fee where, circled with a Crowd of: Fair Ones, . 
Kreih as the Spring, and fragrant as its Flow'rs, 
Your Queen appears, } pu/ Goddefs, your Fenihpe. 

Enter 
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Inter- the S*ueen 9 with Ladies, and other. Attendants . 

JDijm* thus, On Cjnthus' fhady Top* 

Or by Eurotes' Stream leads to the Chace p > 

Her Virgin Train; a thousand lovely Nymphs 

0£ Fonta celeftial all, troop by her Side; 

Amidft a ttioufand Nymphs theGoddefs Hands confeftV 

In Beauty, Majefty, and Port divine,, 

Supreme and eminent. 

^U EE Nl 

If thefe fweet Sounds*, 
This humble fawntng Phrafe, this faithlefs' Flattery, 
If thefe known Arts cou'd heal my wounded Soul, : 
Cou'd recomponce the Sorrows of my Daysj ; 

Gr footh the Sighings of my lonely Nightsr * 
Well might you hope to wooe me to your Wiflies, 
And win my He*art with your fond Tales pf Love : 
But fince whatever Fve fuffer'd for my Lord, 
From Trey, the Winds and Seas, the Gods and you,. 
Is deeply writ within my fad Remembrance, 
Know, Princes, all your Eloquence is vain. 
A C E N O R. 

If/ihofo bright Eyes, that wafte their Lights With* 
weeping,. j 

Wou'd kindly. ihine upon Agents Hopes,. 
Behold he offers to his charming Queen , 
His Crown, his Life, his ever faithful Vows, 
What Joys foe'er* or Love or Empire- yield, / 

To blefs her future Days, and make 'em happy all; 
POLTDAMAS; 

Accept my Crown* and reign with me in Dehs % 
T H O O N. 

Mine, and the Homage of my People- wait you, 
E PHIALTE S. 

I cannot court you with a filken Tale, . 
With eafy, ambling Speeches, fram'd on Pwrpofe, 

Wade to be fpoke in Tune But be my Queen, 

And leave my plain-fpoke Love to prove its Merit. 

SiUEEN. 
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Aid am I yet to ham your Love, your Faith ? 
Are not my Wrongs gone, Hf> *o tfsay^ afajjvftfysa^ 
Do they not flan^ be^pse. tkeT&CQ** of y#*tu 
And call inceiTany on. his tar4y Y^ngeWTC i 
What Sun has %ne thathaa m% fm y^mlnfqim^ f : 
Year wafteful ^io^, aMx©^r^iqi|sM«lfcj ,r 

Your Scorn of old, Ifaettjs' feebly 'Age, 
Of my Son's Youth, and of my Woman!* Wsafcasfcl 
Ev'n in my Palace, here* my bteft Refuge, 
(For ycm are I^Q^oV of all fceff&s in Ithaca) . 
Witl^Rufea Violence^ ai)d mard^v^/fege , 
You "menace the Defen^elefs, ^n<J the SuraAgeR ; 
And from th' unho^tabte Dwelling dj;i#e 
Safety and ijiendly ?eace. , 

. & T H O N. 

* Eor m> if mm*n mts 
Wrong is the Portion ftijlof feebte Ag«; 
My to^lfpme length ©f Day% fcU oft has, taught i»# 
What 'tis to r frruggi* withthePrftud a^d Psv^rfoi j 
But 'tis for thy unhappy Fate, fair Qjjeejk, 
'Tis to behold thy Beauty and thy Virtue, 
f ranfqendent both, worthy the God$ who gaYe'^m^ 
And worthy of their Care, to fee 'em lefv 
Abandon *d and forfaken to rude Outrage, ,< - 
And made a Prize for Drunkards; 'tisJW this.. 
My Soul takes Fire, within, aii4. vainly urges . :J - ; 
My cold, enervaje. Hand, t ? affertthy Canj& . \ t 
<tU$ £ N.. . . :i . 

Aias ! they fcorn the Weakne/sAaf} thy Age, . 

As of my Sex But. m ark, me well,, ye. Prince li 

Whoe'er amongft you daie/s to lift his Hand 
Againft the hoary_ Head of this old Man, 
This good old Man, this Friend.of my Ulyjfes> :: 
Him will I hold my worft, . my deadliest Eoe ; 
Him {hall my Qurfes and Revenge purfue, , 
And mark him frqm. v the reft with mpft diiUnguilhVfe 
H&redL 
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That you ar£ weak* defeneelef^ ai\4opp£eft» 
Impute not to thp Gods ; th^y have, befriended yqn^ 
With lavifti Hands they (prgacl their Gi^s tefo^e ygu* : 
What Pride, Revenge M&at wantonXpve of Change, , 
Or Woman's Wifh jean aft* behold, we offer you:* 
Gurfe the Perverfenefs of your/ftujbborn Will then* 
Xkat ias delay'd your Choice^ aod in, thai; Choice you^r 
Happin^fe. 

And muft I hear this mil, . and (till endure it f 
Oh Rage I* Difhonor ! wretched, helpkfs Queen J : 
Return, return my Hero, my TJlyJJks : 
Bring him again, you. cruel Seas and Winds,. 
&roy 9 and adult'rous Paris, are no more ; 
Reftore him then, you righteous Gods of Greece* . 
T/avenge himfelf and me upon thefe Tyrants*, 
And do a Jrcond JufHce here at Home* 
M.U RTMUG HU>& 

Amongft the mighty Manes ,of the Greets, 
Great Names, and Fam*d for hvgheil Deeds in. War,., 
His honored Shade, reilsfipm the Toils of Life, 
Jn everlafting Indolence and Eafe, . 
Carelefs of all your Pray 'rs and vain Complainings, . 
Which, the Winds bear away^ anfi fcatter in their. 

Wantonnefs.. v , 

Turn thofe bright Eye*, then, from D*ef£>air and Death, 
And fix you« better Hopes among the Living; 
Fix 'em on One,, who dares, who can defend you j 
One worthy of your Choice. 

If my free Sou£. 
Muft (loop to this, unequal, hard Condition, 
If I muft make thisfeeondrhated Choice, 
Yet by connubial Juno here I fwear, 
Npne (hall, fucceed iny Lord, but that brave Man 
That dares avenge me well upon the reft. 
Then let whoevcrdares to Love be hold, 

Be, 
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' Be, like my former Hero, made for War, 
Able to bend' the Bow, and'tofs the Spear; f " * " ' r 
For eVry Wrong hisinjur'd Queen has found, • 

Let' him revenge and pay it witk a Wound ; 
Fierce from the Slaughter let the Victor come, 
And tell me that my Foes have met their Doom ; 
Then plight his Faith upon his bloody Sword, 
Afod be what my Ulyjfes was, my beft, nty deareft Lord.* 
[Exeunt Queen, Mentor, and Attendants ; Eurymachus, 
Ephial tes, Agenor , Thoon, and Pblydamas , following. 

• ^ Manet J£ T bo k.- 

jETHO N. 
O matchled Proof of 1 aith and Loveunchang'd!' 
Left in the Pride, the wifhing Warmth of Youth, 
For ten long Years, and ten long Years^to that; 
And yet fo true ! Beiet with Urong Allurements, 
With Youth, proud Pomp, and ibft bewitching Pieafurey- 
*Tis wonderful ! and Wives in later Times 
Shall think it all the Forgery of Wit; 
A Fable curioufly contriv'd t'upbraid 
Their fickle eafy* Faith, and- mock them for tbei* 

Lightnefs. 
But lee the Samian King returns. 

Enter E u r y m a c h v s. 

* tURYMACHUS. 

I fdught yotti 
AmidflS the Crowd of Princes, who attend 
The Queen to Juno'* Temple. 

jETHOM. 

When I worfhip, 
And bow myfelf before the Wful Gods, 
I mingle not with thofe who fcorn their Laws, 
With raging, brutal, loofe, voluptuous Crowds," 
Who take the Gods for Gluttons, like thenUelves. 
EURTMAC HU S. 
This fallen Garb, this moody Difcontent, 
Sits en thee well, and I applaud thy Anger; 

Thjr> 
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Thy jail Difdain of this licentious Rout : 
Yet all are not like thefe ; nor ought thy Quarrel 
Be carry'd on to all Mankind in common. ^ 

jETHQN. 

Perhaps the untaught Plainnefs of my Words, 
May make you think my Manners rude and favage : 
But know, my Country is the Land of Liberty; 
Phaacie?% happy Ifle, that gave me Birth, 
Forbids not any to fpeak plain and truly ; 
Sincere and open are we, roughly honeft, 
Upright in Deed, tho' fimple in our Speech, 
As meaning not to flatter, or offend ; 
The Ufe of Words we have,' but not the Art; 
And ev'n as Nature dictates, fo we fpeak. 
EURYMAQHVS. 

Now by great Juno* Guardian of onr Samos, 
In ftrong Defcription haft thou well expreft 
That manly Virtue I wou'd make a Friend of. 
Nor thou, brave J5tbon> malt difdain onr Amity, 
Qur proffered Love; for know, that Kings, 'like Gods, 
With all Things good adorn their own Creation ; 
And where their Favor fixes, there is Happinefs* 
jBT H N< 

Yes, Sir, you are a King; a great One too; 
My humbler Birth has caft me far beneath you, 
And made me for the profer'd Grace unfit; 
Friendship delights in equal Fellowmip ; 
Where Parity of Rank, and mutual Offices, 
Engage both Sides alike, and keep the Balance ev'n* 
*Tis irkfome ta a generous, 'graterul Soul, 
To be oppreft beneath a Load of Favors ; 
Still to,receive, and run in Debt to Friendflripy 
Without thcPow'rof pay&ig fomething back*. 
EURTMACHUS. 

I know thee- grateful ; jirft and gen'rous Minds 
Are always ifo $ nor h thy Pow'r fo /cantyi i . : 
But that <u may vie with a King's Munificence; * 
May make me' large Amends for all my Bounty ; . > ; > 

Ma^ 
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May blefs me with a Benefit I want; 

And givje me that which my Soul' moil defiresr , 

The Queen .! ■■■ ■ ■ ■ . 

^? r#o #. 

How, Sir, the Queen? 
EURTMACHUS. 

The beauteous. Qgeent. 
That Sninmer-Sua in full Meridian Glory! 
Brighter than the faint Promife of the Spring, 
•With Bleflings ripeu'd \o the Gatherer's Hand, 
Mature for Joy, and in Perfe&km lovely; 
Ev»n Ihe ! 

The Pri4e of Greece, the WHh of youthful Princes* 
Severe and cold, and rigid as fhe is, 
Looks gently on tfeee, JSt/jo^; fhe beholds thee 
^With lqnd Regard, and lifteas tp thy Counfels. 
AiTMONL' 
Be IHX1 tkou beatijjg Heart ! \Jfid*.} Welt* Sk r goom 

EURrMJG&UB. ♦ 
No more* thtre used* bo mare ; thy pWrciug^it* 
J read it in dqr By*s, hath *>u*d my ?«rpofe^ 
Be fayoraWe jtbejp, be ftiendiy to me,; 
Nay, I'll conjure thee, ^fcy my Htopes, by thine, 
Whether they fcJtow Weafck * Pow/i* er fan*. 
Or what, Defies for'er warm thy old Bieaft, 
Counftl me, ail me* teach me> be my F*wn<L 

Suppofe. mt fuck, WJmt Jiou'd soy Friendship pnotft 

..''* ym$ ../.'...- 

RURrMJ&NVSi , 

O by ten tfeeufand Way*! Has not tiait Agp> 
That tu/n'd thy rcv'rend Locks ..JbittWtP whiw, 
Has it not giv*it thee fikij}ui Womankind? * rt 
.Sagacious Wi£dom to e»ploa* thek Subtleties, 
Theinbay AwrftOtts^ fend theiineaj£jr Apjwtitve, 
Their falfe Deniala, < ands diei* feet et Yiddfag* * . . ; ? . -\ 
Yet mo^ thy Fracndft>ip with her fonder Lord* J f 
Gives t^eua. Right' to fpeafc, and b$ bclto'cL ; tj 7 < 
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JBTHO V. ■ 
*JThcn you wpu'd have me wooe her for you,, wia 
heri 
This Queen, this Wife of him, that was my Friend ? 
EURTMJCHUS. 
Thou fpeak'ft me well ; of him that was thy Friend t 
His Death has broke thofe Bonds of Love and Friendftiip* 
And left me free and worthy to fucceed, 
Both in her Heart, and thine. 

JE T HO N. 

Kxcufe me* Sir,. 
Nor think I meant to cgueftion your high Worth, 
I am but ill at Praifing, or my Tongue 
Had ipoke the gotat Things that my Heart thinks of 

you. 
Suppofe me wholly yours-— r— Yet do you hold 
Tfei* Sovereign Beauty made of furii light Stuffy 
So like the common Changelings of her Seat*. 
That he that fliMtfej'd, figfe'^, "ajxd ipoke her fair, 
Cou'd win her from her ftubfeorn Refolution, 
And chfcfte Itfen'dnefa with Us faeet Rertoikro I 

sujtrMjeffUjS. 

No, were (he fcraVd like them, fee were &Goiu}ue& 
Beqe^rfi ^ Mpn4»h^ Lpve, or-^£7WsWit. 
Not but I think, Jh* tag her warm** Wiroes ; 
'Twere pwnftrmw clfe, and Nature bid denytt 
Her choiceft Blefling to her &jre& Creator*; 
Her foft Defires that fteai abroad ttufeen, 
Lit^ Silver Cynthia Aiding from her Qrb, 
At Dead of Nigfcr |o young ^*warm«. 
4&TUQ Mi 

Hqw ! think yP» ft fcrrwBut fo 'tit true it may be* 
The belt of & t}ie Sex is W a. Woman ; 
And why ftkou'4 Nature br*ak her Rule £br One ? 
Tjk> make One true, when ail the reJi are £alie r 
Tb find thofe YfifliW then, thofe fond Defires, 
l)b trace the fulfojn Haunts ©£ wanton Appetite, 
She. mujt be try'd*. 



I 
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EVRTMAC HUS. 

That to thy Care, my JEtbon, 
Thy Wit and watchful f riendihip I commend. 
j£ T ti O N. 
Yes, Sir, be certain on't, (he (hall be try'd; 
Thro' all the winding Mazes of her Thoughts, 
Thro' all her Joys, her Sorrows, and her Fears, 
Thro' all her Truth and Falfhood Pll purfue her. 
vShe mall be fubtler than Deceit itfelf> 
And profp'roufly wicked, if fhe 'fcape me. 
EU RYMAC HU S. 
Thou art my Genius, and my happier Hours 
Depend upon thy Providence and Rule. 
This Day, at her Return from Juno's Alter, 
1 have obtained an Hour of private Conference. 
JE T H N.\ 
What! private, faidyouf 'TwasaMarkof Favor, 
DiiUnguifhingly kind. 

EURTMACHUSv 

Somewhat I urg^d' — 
That much concerned her Honor, and her Safety, 
Nay ev'n the Life of her belovM Tehmacbus, 
Which to her Ear alone I wou'd difclofeV 
Thou (halt be prefent— — How I mea» to prove her>. 
Which Way to fhake the Temper of her Soul; 
And where thy Aid may ftand me moil in Head,. 
I will inftrud thee as we pafs along*. 
JB T &Q N. 
I wait you, Sir. 

EtrnirMAC HU&. < * ! 
Nor doubt of the Succefs ; 
This ftubborn Beauty ihall be taught Compliance; 
Fair Daughter of the Ocean, fmiling Venus, 
Thou Joy of Gods and Men, affift my Purpofef 
Thy Cyprus and Cythera ldave a-while, ' - I s 

Thy Papbian Groves, and fweet Ualan Hill, ' ' ' > 
To fix. thy Empire in this rugged Ifle y - '- - - J. 

Bring 
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Bring all thy Fires from ev'ry Lover there, 
To warm this coy, this cruel, frozen Fair; 
Let her no more from Nature's Laws be free, 
But learn Obedience to thy great Decree, 
Since Gods themfelves rubnut to Fate and Thee". 



[Exeunt* 



A C T 
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Enter Antinous, Cleon, and Akcas* 

ANTINOUS. 

* 'TMS thus, my Fellow-Citizens and Friends, 

I 'Tis thus unhappy Ithaca muft groan 
Beneath the Bondage of a foreign Lord; 
A needy, upftart Race of hungry Strangers 
-Shall fwarm iipon the Land, ,eat its Increafe, 
Devour the Labors of the toiling Hind, 
And gather all the Wealth and Honors of our file. 
C L E ON. 

The filken Minions of the $ ami an Court, 
To lord it o'er the Province fhall be fent, 
To rule the State,- to be the Chiefs in War, 
And lead our hardy It bacons to Battle, 
freedom and Right ftiall ceafe ; our Corn, Whre, Oil* 
The Fatnefs of the Year, fhall all be theirs ; 
Our modeft Matrons, and our Virgin Daughters, 
Ev'n all we hold mod dear, Aiall be the Spoil, 
The Prey of our imperious, haughty Matters, 

A R C A $. • 

Wou'd I cou'd fay I did not fear thefe Evils* 
ANTINOUS. 

O honed Areas, 'tis too plain a Danger. 
The Queen, requir'd by public Voice to wed» 
To end at once the Hopes and riotous Concourfe 
Pf princely Guefls, contending for her Love, 
O'er-paflirig all the nobleft of our Ifle, 
Inclines to fix her Choice on proud Eurymachus* 
C L E ON. 

Why rides the Samian Fleet within our Harbor, 
But to fupport their Tyrant's Title here ? 

With 
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With Caufes feign'd, thdy finger long, pretending 
Rude Winter *&eav wMi Orhens *hat forbid* 
The frighted Mariner to* fe&ye the Shore; 
While Ne/Htne itflodtfis his i VVktew ; for their Fai&g*| 
And gently-whiftlitf g Wirtdt inVite their Sails,- 
As Sfihef willed to waft tHem* back to Samoi? 
A R C A S. 
Ulyjfes is no more; thie parti ai Gods, 
Who favor'd Priam and his haplefs Race, 
Have, pour*d their Wrath on his devoted Head; 
And now, in fome far difhtnt Riealm,. expos'd 
To glut the Vulture's, and the Lion's Maw, 
Or in the ooxy Bottom of the Deep, 
J^ull many a F&thdm down, the Hero lies, 

And never lhall return What then remains* 

But that our Country fly to thee fbr Succor, 

{T* Antinotis. 
To thee, the noHeft of the Lords- of Ithaca? 
And fiace, fo Fate ordains, our Queen rhiift wed^ 
Be thou her feoond Choice, be thou ; her Ruler, 
And fave our Nation from' a foreign Yoke. 
ANTIWOUS. 
You are my Friends, and over-rate tny Worths 
But witnefs for mej fbr yotr ftill have known me. 
When e'er my Country's Service calls file on, 
No Ettterpriae fo^doifbtfUl, or fo dangerous, 
But I will boldly prove it, to preferve thee, 
Oh Ithaca, from Bondage. 

' € L rd M 

Wherefore urge you not 
Your Suit among tfee reft ? 

A NT I NOUS. 

The cruel Queen 
Rejedh my humble Vtfw$ with angry Scorn : 
And when I oiite preftmM to fpeafciny PaflSon, 
She call'd it Iidoiemre^— 'Since th*n I've ftrove / 
To hide th' unlucky Folly, front all Eyes 
But yours, my Fritirtfe, who view iffy naked Soul. 

ARC AS* 
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A R C A 8. 
Avow your Flame in public, tell the World 
Jintinous is worthy of a Queen; 
"So many valiant Hands (hall own your Caufe, 
So mall the Voice in Ithaca be for you, 
The Queen ihall own your Love has made her greats ' 
And giv'n her back an Empire (he had loft, 
JNTINOU& 
Think not I dream the Hours of Life away; 
Supine, and negligent of Love and Glory; - 
No, Areas, no, my a&ive Mind is bufy, 
And dill has ; labor*d with a vaft Deiign ; % 

Ere long, the beauteous Birtji will be difclos'd, 
Then (hall your Pow'rs come forth, your Swords ani 

Counfels, 
And manifeft the Love you bzzr Antinous^ 

'Till then be ftill To favor my Defign, 

tVith low Submiffions, with obfequious Duty, 
And Vows of Friendfliip, £t to flatter Boys with, 
I've wound my{cl£ into the Prince's Heart, 
C L E O N. 
Tis faid, the Loye-fick Youth dotes ev'n to Death 
Upon the Samiau Princefs, fair Semantht. 
ANTINOUS. - 
Let it go on— 'tis a convenient Dotage, 
And fuits my Purpofe well— The Youth, by Nature* 
Is active, fiery, bold, and great of Soul; 
Love is the Sane of all the(e noble Qualities, 
The fickly Fit that palls Ambition's Appetite ; 
And therefore have I nurs'd the fond Difeafe, 
Infpiring lazy Wiflies, Sighs and Languimings, 
Unadlive dreaming Sloth, and Womanilh Softnefs, 
To freeze his Veins, and quench his manly Fires. 
The froward God of Love, to boaft his PowV, 
Has bred of late fome little Jars between 'em; 
But 'twas my Care to reconcile their Follies ;. 
And, if my Augury deceives me not, ; 

This Day a Pried in private makes 'em one, 
Unknown, or to the Queen, or to Burymacluu 
But fee J— —They cox ae ■■ |i 3axs » 

tux** 
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Infer Telemachus and SVm a nth k. 

Do, Sigh ^nd Smile, 
A*id pruit thy Lips upon the foft white Hand ; 
Scepters and Crowns are Trifles none regard, 
That can be bleft with fuch a Joy as this, is. 

[Exeunt Antinous, Cleon, and Areas. 
TELEMJCHl/S. 
Yes, my Semantbe, ftill I will complain, 
Still I will murmur at thee, cruel Maid, 
For all that Pain thou gav'ft my Heart but tiow. 
What God, averfe to Innocence and. Love, 
Cou'd fhake thy gentle Soul with fuch a Storm ? 

^l at that happy Moment, when the Prielt 
djoin'd our Hands, thoultart'it as Death had ftruck 
thee, 

And fighing cryMft, Ah ! no ! -it is* impoflib!e ! 

SEMJNTHE. ■ ■ t 
And yet, oh my lov'd Lord, yet 1 am yours ; 
This Hand has giv'n me to you, and. this Heart, 
This Heart that akes with Tendernefs confirmed it. 
TELEMJCHUS. 
And yet thou art not mine ; — elfe why this Sorrow ? 
Why art thou wet with weeping, as the Earth, 
When vernal Jove defcends in gentle Show'rs, 
To caufe Increafe, and bids the infant Year, 
When ev'ry fpiry Graf?, and painted Flow'r, 
Is hung with pearly Drops of heav'nly Rain ? 
SEMJNTHE. 
Ye Woods and Plains, and all ye Virgin Dryads, 
Happy Companions of thofe Woods and Plains, 
Why was I fbre'd to leave your chearful Fellowfhip, 
To come and lofe my Peace of Mind at Ithaca ? 
And Oh ! Semantbe, wherefore didlV thou liften 
To that dear Voice ? why didfl thou break thy Vow, 
Made to the Huntrefs Cynthia and her Train ? 
Ah ! fay, fond Maid, vxy wherefore didft thou love ? 
TELEMJCHUS. 
Alas 1 my gentle Love, how have I wrong'd thee ? 
Vol, C P B* 



* 
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By what unwilling Qrime have I offended ? 

That thus with ftreaming ; Eyes thou fhouldft complain, 

Thus dam my. Jpys, and quench thofe holy Fires, 

By yellow Hymen's Torch Yo lately lighted : 

Thus (lain this ble/Ted Day, our bridal Day, 

With the detefted Omen of thy Sorrows ? 

\&EMANT%E. 
. Of what fhou'dTaccufe thee ? Thou art noble* 
Thy Heart is Toft, is pitiful arid tender ; 
And thou wilt never wrong thy poof Seritdhtbe* 

And yet- 

7 ELEMACHUS. 
Ifrhat mean 'ft thou? 

SEMANTHE. 

What have we "been doing? 
. TELEMACHU8. 
A Deed of Happinefs. 

SEMANTHE, 

Are we not marry'd ? 
TEIEMACHUS. 
We are, — and like the careful, thirfty Hind, 
Who provident of Winter fills his Stores 
With all the various Plenty of the Autumn, 
We Ve hoarded up a mighty Mafs of Joy, 
To laft for all our Years that are to come, 
And fweteen ev'ry bitter Hour of Life. 
SEMANTHE. 
Fain wouM I footh my Soul with thefe fweet Hopes, 
For eet the Anguifh »of my waking Cares, 
And all thofe boding Dreams that haunt my Slumbers; 
Laft Night, when after many a heavy Sigh, 
And many a painful Thought, the God of Sleep, 
Infenfible and foft, had ftole upon me ; 
Methought I found me by a murm'ring Brook, 
Reclin'd at Eafe upon the flow'ry Margin ; 
And thou, thou firft and laft ot all my Thoughts, 
r J hou dear, eternal Objed of my Wi/hes, 
Clofe by my Side wert laid, ' ■ ' • 

TELE* 
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TELEMACHVS. 

Delightful Vifion ; 
And Oh \ Oli Pity that it was not real. 
" SEMANTHE. 
A while on many a pleaiing Theme we talk'd. 
And mingled Tweet Difcourfe ; when, on the Sudden, 
The Cry of Hounds, the jolly Huntfman's Horn, 
With all the cheaxful Mufic of the Chace, 
Surpriz'd my Ear — and ftrait a Troop of Nymphs. 
Once the dear Partners of mv Viigin Heart, 
Flew lightly by us, eager 0/ the Sport ; 
Laft came the Goddefs, great Latona\ Daughter; 
With more than mortal Grace ftie flood confeft; 
I faw the golden Qgiver at her Back, 
And heard the Sounding of her Silver Bow ; 
Abafh'd I rofe, and lowly made Obeifance ; 
Bur fhe, not fweet, nor affable, nor fouling, • 

As once flie wont, with ftern Regard beheld me j 
And wherefore doft thou loiter here, me faid, 
Of me, thy Fellows, and our Sports unmindful ? 
Return, tfeou Fugitive ; nor vainly hope 
To drefs thy Bridal Bed, and wafte thy Youth 
In wanton Pleafures, and inglorious Love ; % 
A Virgin at my Altar wert thou vow'd, 

'Tis rix'd by Fate, and thou art mine for ever. 
With that ihe fnatch'd a Chaplet from my Hand, 
v Which for thy Head in Fondnefs I had wove, 

And bore me fwiftly with her :— — In my Flight, 

Backwards, methought, I tum'd my Eyes to thee, - 
But found thee not, for thou wert vaniih'd from me, 

And in thy Place my Father lay extended 

Upon the Earth, a bloody lifelefs Coarfe ; 

Struck to the very Heart, I fhriekt aloud, , 

And waking, found my Tears upon my Pillow, 
7 ELEMACHUS. 
Vex not thy peaceful Soul, my fair Semantbe, 

Nor dread the Anger of the awful Gods, * 

Safe in thy native unoffending Innocence. 

Still when the golden Sur> withdraw* Wtaaatas, 

Pi K^ 
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And drowzy Night invades the weary World, 
Forth flies the God of Dreams, fantaftic Morpheus^ 
Ten thoufand mimic Phantoms fleet around him, 
Subtle as Air, and various in their Natures, 
Each has ten thoufand thoufand difPrent Forms* 
In which they dance confus'd before the Sleeper, 
While the vain God laughs to behold what Pain 
Imaginary Evils give Mankind. 

SEMANTHE. 
Not happy Omens that approve our Wifhcs, 
When bright with Flames the chearful Altar .(nines, 
And the good Gods are gracious to our Offerings ; 
Not Oracles themfelves, that fpeak us happy, 
Cou'd charm my Fears, and lull my froward Sorrows, 
Like the 'dear Voice of him whom my Soul loves ; 
Ev'n while thou fpok'ft my Breafl begun to glow, 
I felt fweet Hopes, and Joy, and Peace returning, 
And all the Fires of Life were kindled up anew. 
TELE MAC HUS. 
Hence then, thou meager Care, ill-boding Melan- 
choly, 
Anxious Difquiet, and heart-breaking Grief* 
Fly to your native Seats, where deep below 
Old Night and Horror v/ith the Furies dwell, 
Love and the joyful genial Bed difclaim you ; 
To Night a thoufand little laughing Cupids 
Shall be our Guard, and wakeful watch around us, 
No Sound no Thought fhall enter to difturb us, 
But facred Silence reign ; unlefs, fometimes, 
We figh and murmur with Excefs of Happinefs, 
SEMANTHE. 
Alas, my Lord ! 
■ TELEMACHVS: • 

Again that mournful Sound ! 
SEMANTHE. 
What other Pain is this ? what other Fear, 
So difPrent quite from what I felt before ? 
Alternate Heat and Cold fhoot thro' my Veins; 
Now a chill Dew hati^s feittfty o^my Brow, 
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And now with gentle Warmth I glow all o'er ; 
Short are my Sighs, and nimbly beats my Heart, . 
I gaze on thee with Joy, and yet I tremble; - 
*Tis Pain and Pleafure blended, both at once, 
'Tis Life and Death, or fomething more than either, 
TE LEMAC HUS. 
Thus untry'd Soldiers, when the Trumpet founds, 
Evpett the Combat with uncertain Paffions ; 
Thus Nature fpeaks in unexperienc'd Maids, 
And thus they blulh, and thus like thee they tremble. 
At Even, when the Queen retires to Reft, 
1*11 meet thee here, and take thee to my Arms, 

Thy beft, thy fureft Refuge — 

But fee } the Stranger jEtbon comes, retire, 
I wou'd not have his watchful Eye obferve us. 

Enter Ithon, . 

I charge thee loiter not, but hafte to blefs me, 

Hafte, at th' appointed Hour 

Think with what eager Hopes, what Rage I burn, 
For ev'ry tedious Minute how I mourn ; 
Think, how Icall thee cruel for thy Stay, 
And break my Heart with Grief, for thy unkind Delay. 
[Exeunt Telemachus and Semanthe, 

Manet JE T H o n. 

JET HON. 
' Ha! what fo clofe ? how cautious to avoid me J 
As who fhou'd fay," Old Man you are too wife, 
What has my Youth to do with your Inftru&ions, 
While Folly is fopleafant to my Tafte, 
And damn'd DeftrudHon wears a Face fo fair r 
This Samian King is happy in his Arts : 
His Daughter, vow'd a Virgin to Diana, 
Is brought to play the Wanton here at Ithaca : 
No matter for Religion ; let the Gods 
Look to their Rites themfelves ; the Youth grows fond, 
Juft to their Wiih ! and (wears himfelf their Vaflal. 
His Mother follows next— but foft— ;— the^ wkav 
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Now to put on the'Pander !— -That's my Office* 
Enter the Qu ben and Eu rymachus. 

^U E E N. 

Have I not anfwer'd oft, It is vain, 
In vain to urge me with this hateful Subjeft ; 
As thou art noble, pity me, Eurymacbus; 
Add not new Weight of Sorrows to my Days, 
That drag too flow, too heavily along ; 
Compel me not to curfe my Life, my Being, 
To curfe each Morn, each chearful Morn, that dawns 
With healing Comfort on its balmy Wings, 
To cv'ry wretched Creature, but my felt; 
To me it brings more Pain, and iterated Woes* 
EURTMAC HUS. 

Oh God of Eloquence, bright Maja's Son ! 
Teach me what .more than mortal Grace of Speech, 
What Sounds can move this £erce relentlefs Fair* 
This cruel Queen, that pitylefe beholds 
My Heart that bleeds for htr 9 my humble Knee, 
In abjelt low Submiffion bent to Earth, 
To deprecate her Scorn, and begin vain, 
One gracious Word, one favourable Look* 



SUE E N. 
? tedious 



i 



Count back the tedious Years, iince firft my Hero 
Forfook thefe faithful Arms to war with Trey ; ' 
And yet in. all that long, long Trad of Time, 
Witnefs, ye chatter Pow'rs, if e'er my Thoughts 
Have h arbor* d any other GucA but him ; 
Remember, King of Samos, what I've been, 
Then think if I can change— Mthom ! come near. 

[JExhorv ccpus forward* 
Good honeft Man ! how rare is Truth like thine ! 
Thou great Example of a loyal Friend X 

- je ru a n. 

Oh Lady, fpare that Praife ; if few like me 
Are Friends, yet none have ever lov'd. like you $ 
Why what a mighty Space is twenty Years' ! 
'T.is irkfome to Remem\>raxics t .v& lookback 
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Upon your Youth, t£at happier Fart of Life, 
Like fome fair f ie|4» or rich and fertile Soil, 
That might have bleft the Owner wit^^\Jjqn4ancej ; 
But left unheeded, like a barren i^oor, 
Lies fencelefs>wild, uacultivate, and wade. 
^U E £ Jf. 
Alas! _ 

EVRYMAC NU'S. 
W*re Youth and Beauty giv -n in vaig I 
Why were the Gods fo lavifti of {heir (jifw, 
To one, whofe fullen Pride negle^ to ufe 'em, 
As if me fcorn'd the Care Heav'n took to make kvt 
happy ? - 

je r N ON, 

More than enough of Sorrow have you known j „ 
Give Eafe at length to your affliftej §ouL- 
Be comforted, and now while Time is yours, 
Tafte the good things of Liffr T 6 * $#f -tfcfcX B^ii* 1 * 
Yet ere the happy Seafon paff away. f 

<tu£ 4$: ;■ . 

What fov'reign Bairn, what heav'nly Jealiflg Art, 
Can cure a Heart Co torn with Qrief as jujne, 
Can Hay this never-ceafiog Stream pf Tears, 
And once more make my Senfes know Delight ? , 

EURrMJCgUS. 

What God can Work that Mjracje but£ove ? 
Love, who difpenfes Joy to Heav'j^ itfelf, 
And chears his Fellow-Gods more than their Neftar, 
'Till wrapt with vail, unutterabfc Pleafuge$,^ 
Such as immortal Natures only know, 
Each owns his Pow'r, and blefles the Jweef Boy. 
^U E E ff. 

Now JEthon, hy thy Friend&ip to my I^pro** 
Anfwer, I charge thee, to this cruel King ; 
Demand if it be noble to prophane 
My Virtue thus, with looie difhoneli Courtfhip. 
jE T N O N. 

Are Love and Virtue then fuch mortal Fees, 
That they rouft never meet ? 
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■ ^U E EN. 

Never with me, 
Unlefs my Lord return. 

jE T H O N. 

Vain Expectation ! 
^U E E N. 
Ha! furely I miftook ! — what faid'ft thou, /Ethon? 

JET H O N. 
That you have waited long for that Return, 
Wafted too much of Life, and caft away 
Thofe precious Hours, that might have been employ'd 
To better Ufe than Weeping. 

^U E E N. 
* This from thee 

Oh faithlefs ; Truth is vanihYd then indeed. 
Oh JEthon ! — art thou too — become my Enemy ? 
< ; JE T HO N. 
If, to rewardydur Faith to loft Ulyjes, 
I pray the Gods toheap their Bleffings on you, 
To make you Miftrefsof a mighty Nation, 
An Empire greater, nobler than your own ; 
And crown you with this valiant Monarch's Love ; 
If this be Enmity, you may accufe me. 
%_U E E N. 
Doft thou folicit for him ; doft thou dare 
Invade" my Peace, my Virtue ? 

JET H O N. 
; ' Not for him, 

But for thecOmmon Happinefs of both. 
%_U E E N. 
Traitor ! no more — at lerfgth thy wicked Arts, 
Thy falfe diffembled Friendfhip for my Lord, 
Thy pious Journey hither for his fake, 
Thy Care of me, my Son, and of the State, 
Thy Praife, thy Counfels, and thy Shew of Virtue, 
So holy, fo adorn'd with rev'rend Age, 
All are rcveaPd, and thou confeft a Villain ; 
Hire, ajid the fordid Love of Gain have caught thee ; 

Gold 
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Gold has prevailed upon thee to betray me, 
And bargain for my Honor with this Prince. 

[Pointing to Eurymachus. 
. ~ M T H r O N. - 

It grieves me I offend you fure I am, 

I meant it as a Friend. 

^U E E N. 
• Hence from my Sight ! 
EVRYMAX: HUS. 
JEthon, no more — Since Love and willing Friendship 
Employ their pious Offices in vain, 
Learn we henceforth from this imperious Beauty, 
Learn we, from her Example, to be cruel : 
And tho* our fofter Paffions reft unfatisfy'd, 
Yet the more fierce, the manly, and the rough, 
Shall be indulg'd and riot to Excefs. 
Up then, Revenge, and arm thee thou fell Fury, 
Up then, and (hake thy hundred iron Whips, 
To Day I vow to facrifice to thee, 
And flake thy horridThirft with Draughts of royal Gore* 
^U E E N. 
What fays the Tyrant ? \Afidt\ Oh, Eurymachus 
What fatal Purpofe has thy Heart conceiv'd ? 
What means that Rage that lightens in thy Eyes, 
That flalhes fierce, and menaces Deft ruction I 
EURYMAC HUS. 
The lambent Fire- of Love prevails no more, 
And now another mightier Flame fucceeds ; 
Vaunt «not toofoon, nor triumph in thy Scorn : 
Tor know, proud Queen, in fpight of thy Diidain, 
There is a Way ev'n yet to reach thy Heart. 
Thou haft a Son, the Darling of thy Eyes— 
^U E E N. 
Oh fetal Thought ! 
Fear, like the Hand of Death has feiz'd my Heart; 
Cold, chilling Cold— —My Son ! Oh my Telemachus ! 
& T H O N. 
, That Stroke washfcme> — now, Virtue, hold thy own. 

. \Afid€. 

: P. 5 E U R T- 
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EURTMJCHUS, 

Know then, that Son is in my Pow'r, and holds 
.His frail uncertain Being at my Pleafure ; 
And when I frown, Death and Deftruttion, greedy, 
Watchful, intent like Tigers, on -their Prey, 
Start fudden forth, and feize thehelplek Boy. 
Three hundred chofen War*io*s <from my Fleet, 
Who undifcern'd, in Parties, and by Stealth, 
Late came aflior.e, now wait for cmy Commands ; 
Think on 'em as the Miaiflecsotf Eate, 
For when I bid 'em execute, 'tis done. 
Q,U £ £ N. 

If, as my Soul prefages from thofe Terrors 
Which gather on thy Hern, tempeftttous Brow, 
Thou art.feverely bent on Death and Vengeance; 
_ Yet hear me, hear a Wretch's only Pr ay 'r ; 
Oh fpare the Innocent, fpare my Telemackus* 
Let not the Ruined Sword nor murd'jous Violence 
Cut off the noble Proraife of his Youth; 
ph Q>are him, and let all thy Rage fall here,; 
Remember 'twas this haughty, ftubbom Queen 
Refus'd thy Love, and-let her'feel thy Hate. 
EU&rMJCBUS. 

A fecret Joy glides thro' my Allien Heart, 
To fee fo fair a Suitor kneel before me; 
But what have I to do with Thoughts like thefe ? 
JEthorii go bear this Ring to bom Cerauma, ' 
The valiant Leader of our S ami an Band ; 
My laft of Orders, which this Morn I gaveibbn. 
Bid him perform ; hafle thou, «&d fee it done. 
Q.UE-E.N. 

Stay, Ixonjture thee, ^^w-*-— Cruel King! 
Speak, anfwer me, unfold this dreadful Secret : 
Where points this fudden, dark, myfterious Mifchidf ? 
Say, at the Head of what devoted Wretch 

This winged Thunder aims Say, while my Fean 

Have left me yet a little Life, to hear thee. 

EunrMJCuu^ . 

Already doll thou dread the gath'ring Storm, 

That 
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That grumbles in the Air, preluding Ruin > 
Bat mark the Stroke, keep all thy Tears for that, 

Too foon it ihall be told thee- JEthon hence. 

$JJ M E N, holding JEihon. 
Not for ,thy Life— No not 'tiU thqu haft -heard me. 

[To Eurymachus, 
Too well, alas \ I ^nderfland my Fate ; 
How have I been among the Jiappy Mothers 
Call'd the moil happy, now to be moft miferable : 
The Barren, comfbrtlefs, fatedown and wept, 
When they compared their Marriage-Beds with mine ; 
The Fruitful, when they boafted of their Numbers, 
With Envy and unwilling Praife, confeft 
That I had all their Bleffings in my One ; 
Our Virgins, when they met him, ngh'd and bjuih'd; 
Matrons and Wives beheld him as a Wonder, 
And gazing Crowds purfu'd and bleft him ashcpafc'd. 
But then his Youth ! his Tcndernefs ! his Piety 1 
Oh my Tektnpcbus ! my Son ! my Son ! 

EURryLACHVs. m - - 

And what are all thefe ffears and hejplefs Waiiiagsj 
What poor Amends to injur'd Love and jne ? 
How have I mourn'd thy Scorn, unkind and, cruel ? 
How have I melted in unmanly Weeping ? 
How have I taught the ftubborn Rocks of Jthecp, 
And all the founding Shore to echo my Complainings ? 
And haft thou e'er relented ? Naw.mourn thou, 
And murmur'not, nqr t Jiink tjiy Lot too barfl, 
Since equal Juftice pays thee but thy own. 
^X/.EEN. 

Oh didft thou know what Agonies I feel, 
Hard as thou art, tjiou w^uknt have P^ty on me: 
Death is too poor a Name, for that means Reft, 
But 'tis Defpair— -'tis mad— fermenting Rage* 

'Ti^terrible — r-'tis. hitter jPajn it is ' 

A Mother's Mourning for her only Son. 
.JkXH.OX. 

Now, now her lab'ring r^eart is rent with Anguifh V 
Oh.Natuie^ how affe&ing^re thy Arrows! 

?/6 How 
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How moving, melting in a Mother's Eyes ! 
So Silver Thetis 9 on the Phrygian Shore, 
Wept for her Son, foreknowing of his Fate, 
The Sea-Nymphs fate around, and join'd their Tears, 
While from his loweft Deep old Father Ocean 
Was heard to groan in pity of their Pain. - [Afide* 
EU RTMAQHUS. 
Fair Mourner rife T hus far thou haft prevailed, 

[Offering to rai/e her* 
If, to atone for all I have endur'd, 
For all thy cold Neglect, thy Arts, Delays, 
For all my Years of anxious Expectation, 
This Night thou give thy Beauties to my Arms ; 
This Night ! for Love, impatient of my Wrongs, 
Allows not ev'n a Moment's Space beyond it; 
The Prince, thy lov'd Telemacbus, (hall live. 
And Danger and Diftrefs fhall never know thee more. 
^U E E N. 
Oh Shame! OhModefty! Connubial Truth 
And fpotlefs Purity ! Ye heav'nly Train ! 
Have I preferv'd you -in my fecret Soul, 
To give you Up at laft, then plunge in Guilt, 
Abandon'd to Difhonour and Pollution ? 
Oh never ! never ! let me firft be rack'd, 
Torn, fcatter'd by the Winds, plung'd in the Deep, 

Or bound amidfl the Flames- Oh friendly Earth 

Open thy Bofom And thou Proferpine* 

Infernal Juno, mighty Queen of Shades, 
Receive me to thy dark, thy dreadful Empire, 
And hide me, fave me from this Tyrant's Fury. 
JE T H O N. 
Oh racking racking Pain of fecret Thought ! 

. [Afide. 
EURTMAC HVS. 
Hence! hence thou Trifler Love ! fond, vain De- 
ceiver ! 
Icaft, I tear thee out*— — ASthon, begone? 

^U E E N. 
- Then drag rat too I — Yet hear me once, once more, 

For 
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For I will fpeak to thee of Love ! of Rage ! 

Of Death! of Madnefs ! and eternal Chaos! 
EURYMACHUS. 
Awav, thou Loiterer ! [To iEthon. 

.jETHON. 
Then I muft go. 
^U E E N. 
Eurymacbus ! [Holding out her Hand to him* 

EURYMACHUS. 

Speak 

^U E E N. 
Mercy ! 
EURTMAC HUS. 
Love ! 
^ U E E N. 

Tekmpchus. 
EURTMAC HUS. 
My Queen ! My Goddefs ! Art thou kind at laftfr 
Oh foftly, foftly breathe the charming Sound, 
And let it gently fteal upon my Soul, 
Gently as falls the balmy Dew from Heav'n, 
Or let thy kind con fen ting Eyes fpeak for thee, 
And bring me the fweet Tidings from thy Heart ; 
She yields ! Immortal Gods ! ihe yields ! 
^U E E N. 

Where is he ? 
Where is my Son ? O tell me, is he fafe ? 
Swear to me fome mod facred foJemn Oath, . 
Swear my Telemachus is free from Danger. 

. EURYMACHUS. 
% Hear me, great Jo<ve> Father of Gods and Men, 
And thou blue Neptune, and thou Stygian P/uto, 
Hear, all ye greater and ye lefler Powers, 
That rule in Heav'n, in Earth, in Seas, and Hell, 
While to my Queen, on this fair Hand I fwear, 
That royal Youth, that beft-lov'd Son is fare, 
Nor dies unlefs his Mother urge his Fate. 
At Night* a prieft, by faithful JEthon** Care, 
Jn private- fhaH attend at thy Apartment j 
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There while rich Gums we bum, and fpicy Odors, 
The Gods of Marriage and of JLave mvol^Ug, 
I will renew my Vows, and ft-^iy Feet 
Pevote ey'n all my Pow'rs to thy ComraaAd. 
%,&$.£ N. 
'Till then be kind, and leave me to myfelf ; 
Leave me to vent the Fulnefs of my Breaft, 
Poor out the Sorrows of my iSoul alone, 
And figh myfelf, if poflibJe, to Peace. 
Oh thou dear Youth, /or whom I feel again 
My Throes, and twice endure a Mother's Pain ; 
Well had I dy'd to fave thee, Oh my Son ; 
Well, to preferve thy Life, had giv'n my own ; 
But when the Thoughts of former Days return, 
When my loft Virtue, Fame, and Peace I mourn, 
The Joys which Hill thou gav'ft me I forget, 
And own I bought (thee tit a Price too great. 

At length we have pueyail'd : Fear, Poujit^dShwfy 
Thofe peeviih .female Virtues, fly before ps, 
And the difputed Field at -laft is ours. * 
JE T H O N. 

Yes, you have conquer'd, have approv'd yourfelf 
A Mailer in the Knowledjge of the Sex. 
What then remains but to prepare for Triumph, 
To rifle all the Spoils of captive Beauty, 
And reap the f^eet Reward of your paft Labors ? 
What of the Prince ? 

EU RrMJCHUS. 

He lives, but mull be mine, 
And my Semantbe's Lov£ the Band to hold him j, , 
But to to-morrow's Dawn leaye we that Care ; , 
The puefent Day, for deep, for va# Deigns, 
And hardy Execution is decreed. 
This Night, according to their wonted Riot, 
The Rival Princes mean to £old,arF.e3ft. 



If L r $ S £ 5> 3 2 ? 

j£ r h o N, 
I markfd but now the mighty Preparation, 
When to the Hall the fweating Slaves -paft in, 
Bending beneath, the mafly Gpbtlet's Weight, 
Whofe teach capacious Womb, draught with rich Juice, 
Drawn from xhtChian and the Lejbian Grape, 
Portended witlefs Mirth, vain Laughter, Boaitiog, 
Contentious Brawling, "Mudnefs, Mifchicf,. and foul 

Murder; 
While to appeafe the Glutton's greedy Maw* , > 

Whole Herds are {lain, more than fuffice for Hecatombs, 
Ev'n more than Zeal, With pious Prodigality, 
Bellows upon .the Gods to feed their Priefts with. 
EURTMjiCHUS. 
Then mark me well, or e'er the rolling Night 
Have finifh'd half her Courfe, the fumy Vapors 
And mounting Spirits of the deep-drunk Bowl, 
Shall feize the Brains of thete oaronfiog Lows,; 
Then (halt thou JBtbon, with my valiant Samhm* 
ArmM and appointed, all at thy Command, 
Surround the Hall, and on our common Foes 
At once revenge my Queen, thyfelf, and me. 
JS T H Q N. 
Ha ! at a Blow !— — *tis j [aft——- 'tis greatly thought I 
By Jove, th' Avenge*, 'twill. be noMe Slaughter; 
Nor doubt th* Event, I anfwer for 'em all, 
Ev'n to a Man. 

EURTMAC HUS. 
Thine then be all the Care; 
While I with fofter Pleafures crown my Hours 
And revel in Delight. 

jE T H O N. 
How ! at that Hour ! [Starting* 
Ha! ■ ■ In Enjoyment! Can that be? 
EURTMACHUS. 

It mult. ' 
Fierce fer the Joy, in fecret, and alone 
I'll deal upon my Love. 

J5THQN. 
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jE T H O N. 

.Stay! that were well! 
Alone you totjft*-—— . . ... 

. EURTMACHUS. : 

None but the confcious Prieft — 
That too muft be thy Cate, to choofe one faithful, 
One for the Purpofe fit. 

jE T H O N. • 

Moft worthy Office ! [jtJMt t 
One to your Wifh, try'd in thefe v pious Secrets, 
My Friend of ancient Date, is now in Ithaca ; 
Him fworn to Secrecy, and welt prepar'd, ' 
I will kiftruct to wait you with the Queen, 
EURFMJCHUS. 
Then be propitious, Love ! 

jE T H O N. 

And thou, Revenge ! 
Shoot all thy Fires, and wake ray flumb*ring Rage; 
Let my paft Wrongs, let Indignation raife 
My Age tQ emulate my youthful Praife; ; 
Let the Hern Purpofe of my Heart fucceed, 
, Let Riot, Lull, and proud Injuftice bleed. 
Grant me but this, ye Gods, who favor Right, 
t afk no other Blifs nor fond Delight,- 
Nor envy thee, OKing, thy bridal Night. 

[Exeunt 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



Enter JEtko-x, Mentor,, and Eum^us. 

jE T H O N: 

IF Virtue be abandon'd, loft and gone, 
No Matter for the Means that wrought the Ruin j 
Whether the Pomp of Pleafure dane'd before her, 
Alluring to the Senfe; or dreadful Danger 
Came arm'd with all its Terrors to the Onfet, 
She fhou'd have held the Battle to the laft, 
Undaunted, yieldlefs, firm, and dy'd or* conquer'd. 
ME KT O R, 

Think oh what hard, on what unequal Terms*. 
Virtue, betray'd within by Woman's Weaknefs, 
Befet without with mighty Fears and Flatteries, 

Maintains the doubtful Conflict- Sure if any' 

Have kept the holy Marriage-Bed inviolate, 
If all our Grecian Wives are not like Helen* 
That Praife, the Queen, my royal Miftrefs, meritsv 
EUMJEVS. 

And Oh, impute not one unheeded Wordy 
Forc'd from her in the bittereft Pangs of Sorrow, 
When fierce, confli&ing Paflion ftrove within, 
Like all the Winds at once let loofe upon the Main, 

When wild Diftradtion ruPd Oh urge not that, 

A Blemifh on her fair, her matchlefs Fame. 
JS T H O N. 

Oh Mentor, and Eumants, faithful Pair; 
To whom my Life,* my Honour, all I truft, 
Thefe Eyes beheld her yielding — -Curfed Objects 
Beheld her in (be Sainitw Ring's Embrace; 
The Sight of Hell, of baleful Acheron, 
That rolls his livid Waves around xk*D*xNfc?A > 
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Roaring and yelling on the farther Shore,, 

Was not fo terrible, fo irkfome to me, 

As when I faw his Arms infold Penelope* 

I heard the fatal Compact for To-night, 

The Joys which he propos'd, nor fhe deny'd » ■ 

But fee, Ibe conies 

MENTOR. 

How much unlike a Bride t 

Enter the Qju E e n* 

Behold her Tears, fee comfortlefe AfRiftion* 
Apguifh, and helplefs, defolate Misfortune 
Writ in her Face. 

JET HO N. 
Retire! I wou'd obferve her. 
[Mentor and Euroaeus retire to the back Part *f 
the Stage. 

Z^V E E N. 
And deft thou only weep ? Shall that put off 
TV approaching Hour of Shame, or feve thy Son 4 
Thou weep'ft, and yet the fettingSun defeeada 
Swift to the Weifcern Waves* and guilty Night* 
Hafty to fpread her Horrors tftx the World, 
Rides on the dufcy Air— —And now it come*, 
The fatal Moment comes, ev'n that dread Time 
When Witches meet to gather Herts on Graves; 
When difcontented Ghofts fbrfake their Tombs, 
And ghaftly roam aboet, and doleful groan. — ~* 
And hark t the Screech-Owl fcreams, and beats Ihe 

Window 
With deadly Wings-^-And hark! More dreadful yet* 
Tike Tbratiav Yercvs to unhappy Pbilmeh 
The furious Bridegroom somesr--The Tyrant! Ravifher ! 
And fee ! the Shade of *oy £Uich iajur'd herd 
Starts up to bU& me I— Heaee!--Be^one, you Horrors,. 
For I wijl Jude mt in the Anaw of Beaib, 
# And think on you mo mare— ^r That Traitor here ! 

[Seeing ^Ethon. 
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JE T H O N. 
Hail beauteous Queen ! The God of Love falutes thee* 
And thus, by great Eurymacbus he fpeaks, 
Be Sorrow and Misfortune on thy Foes, 
But let thy Days be crown'd with frailing Peace; « 
Content, and Qverlafting Joy dwell with thee. 
^ U B E N. 
Com*ft thou to greet me with tlie Sounds of Joy 5 

Thou Meflenger of Fate? So the hoarfe Raven* 

Croaks o'er the Manfion of the dying Man, ' 

.And often warns him with this difmal Note, , 

To think upon his Tomb. 

je r H O N. 

Orlmiftook, 
Or I was bid to treat of gentler Matters ; 
Kindly to aik at whataufpicious Hour, 
Your royal Bridegroom, and. the Pricft ihou'd wait you* 
^U E E N. 
Too well my boding Heart foretold thy Tidings.—* 
Now what Reply f— There is no Room for Choice* 
^is^aeDegrceof Infamy to doubt; 
What mull be, muft he— Let me then refolve, 
'Tis only thtt j . no more-^m-and I am free. \Afidt+ 
Say to the &www King, thy Mailer, thus; 
VJhtxx AUnelauu and the Fate of GrH«, 
Summoft'4 my Lord to Try, he left behind htm 
None worthy of his Place jn Love or Empire. 
JB T H O N. 
How, Lady!— Whither points her Meaning »ow?—* 

\Afide* 



^U E M N. 
i his ft 



Say too, I've held his Merit in the Balance, 
But find the Price of Honor fo much greater, 
That 'twere an idiot's Bargain to exchange 'em : 
Yet tell him too, 1 hare my Sex's Weakness, 
I have a Mother's Fonddefi in «my Eyes, 
And all far tender Paffions in my Heart. 
jE TliO N. 

Ay, there! Tie there foe 5 * iofti Ufte* 
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^U E E N. 
. Nor can I bear 

To fee what more, far more than Life I joy in, 
My only Pledge of. Love, my Lord's dear Image, 
My Son, by bloody Hands mangled and murder' d •$ 
(Oh terrible to Nature I) Therefore one r 
One Remedy alone is left to fave me, 
To mield me from a Sight of fo much Horror 

And tell Eurymacbus Y I find it here. 

[Sfoe offers to ftab btrfelfy iEthon catcher 
» , . bold of her. Army and prevents her- 
JE T HO N. 
Forbid it, Gods! perifh the Tyrant rather, 
Let Samos be no more. 

^U E E N. 

Off J Qft t thou- Traitor! 
Give Way to ray juft Rage ! — Oh tardy Hand ! 
To what haft thou betray'd me! Let me go! 
Oh let me, let me die, or I will cunfe thee, • -' 
'Till Hell fliall tremble at my Imprecation**, . ; < ' 
'Till Heav'n (hall blaft thee^Loft !-i-widoncIfbjp ever r 
MTHON. u ,-..! n ; 
4 O Trifler that I am \ Mentor i Eum*tts! 

\\Tbey tome ^forwardi 
Come to my Aid ! — —Be calm but for a Moment,. 
And wait to fee what Wonders it will (hew thee. 
Guard her,, upoa your Lives; remember that: 
Guard her from ev'ry Instrument of Death ; 
Gooth and affuage her Grief, .till my Return* 'J 
Unfold the mighty Secret of her Fate, 
And once more reconcile her Soul to Peace. 

,../..: lExit .^Jthon* 
^U E E N. 
And : are you too my Foes I Have you confpir'd 
And join*4 with that falfe lEthon to betray me ? ' 
Here fit thee down thea, humbly in the-Dtoft, . 
Here fit, a poor* forlorn, abandoned Wottia»; 1 
Caft not thy Eyes \up to yon aaure Firmament, 
Mot h£pe Relief {tonk&exrav-ita{^*m\^te(s % 
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Or bufy in their Heav'n, and thou not worth their Care ; 
And OhJ Qh! call 'em not on Earth, to feek 
For Succour from the faithlefs Race of Man* . > T 
But as thou art forfaken, and alone, 
Hope not for Heip, where there is none to help thee, 
Buc thinlc— — 'tis Defolation all about thee. 
MENTOR. 
F«r-be that Thought, to think you are forfaken; 
Gods and good Men fhall make you flill their Care. 
And Oh! far.be it from your faithful Servants, 
For all thofe Honors mad Ambition toils for, 
For all the Wealth that bribes the World to Wickednefs, 
For Hopes or Fears, for Pleafures br£ot Pains, 
To leave our royal Miftrefs in Piftrefs. 
E XJ-M JE US. 
At length Time's -Fulne-fs comes, and that great • 
Period, 
For which fo many tedious Years roll'd round ; 
At length -the white, the Trailing Minute comes, ^ ~ 
To wipe the Tears from thofe fair Eyes for ever; 
That Good we daily pray'd for* but pray'd hopelefc, 
That Good, which «v'n the Prefcience of the. Gods " 
(So doubtfully was it fet down in Fate) 
•Uncertainly forefaw, and darkly promis'd, 
That Good, one Day, the happieit of our Lives 
Freely and fortunately brings to pafs. 

* MEN TO Rs < ••: ' < 
And hark! vindictive Jove prepares his Thunder: 

. ' [Thunders* 

.Let the Wrongdoer and the Tyrant tremble < 

The Gods are prefent with us And behold ! 

The folid Gloom of Night is rent afunder; 
While Floods of dazz'ling, pure, «therial Light, 
Break in upon the Shades — She comes, (he comes] 
- -Pallas, theFautrefs of my Mailer's Arms. 
And fee, where terrible in Arms, majeftic, 
Celeftial, and ineffably effulgent, 
She fliakes her dreadful Mgis from the Clouds I 
Bend, bend to Earth, and own the Dxefeat Q^ittf^ - 

[It Thunders again* The Scene ofeiu a\>o«ue, ana a\J- 
£*vtn Pallas in the CUudt* \?^*3 *■** 
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E U M jE U S. 

^Daughter of mighty Jo*ve y Tritonian Polios^, 
Be favorable! Oh\ be propitious, 
And fave the finking Hoftfe of tl\yUly//es. 
MENTOR, 

X3oddefs,of Arts rfnd Arms, thoa blne-eyM Maid, 
Be favorable ! Oh ! — Oh t be propitious, 
And glad thy Suppliants with fome cheafful Ome&» 
S^UEEN. 

Virgin, begot and born of Jove alone, 
Chafte, wife, viaorious, if by thy Affiftance 
The Greets were well aveng r d on perjur'd Troy, 
if by thy Aid, my Lord from ThratUn Rbefus 
Obtain'd his fnowy j$te$ds, and brought fucoefsful 
Thy fatal Image to the Tents of Greece} 
Once more be favourable — be propitious, 
Reftore my Lord— Or if that be deny'd, 
Grant me to ihare his Fate, and die wtth Honor. 

iTktinitr agatn^-The Scene olqfes abi<ve ' They rift. 

** MENTOR. 

The Goddefs fmiles— Moft happy Be the Omen ! 
And to the Left aufpicious rorlk the Thunder. 

Enter £thon, wUlysses, without his Dijgui/e, 
magnificently arnCd and habited. 

. $JJ E E N. 
What other God art thou r— Oh facred Form ! 
I dream, I rave !— Why put'ft thou on this Semblance ? 
What mall I call thee? — Say, fpeak, anfwer me. 

[She adwrnces two or three Steps y looking amatcedlj* 
Son of Laertes! King, my Lordl-^I/jMrx/ 
U L T S S E $. 
Why do'ft thou gaze ?— - Am I fo dreadful ftill ? 
Is there fo much of JEthon ftill about me? 
Or haft thou— is it poflibJe— *- forgot me? 
Does not thy Heart acknowledge Something hQtxif 
^ U E EN. 
Nay'tis, 'tis moft impoffibk to Rcafon. 
But what have I to do mt\vT^k^^w^^feta:> 
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Thus mad, diftracled, raging with my Joy, 
f '11 rufh upon thee, clafp thee to my Bofom* 
And, if it be Deluiion, let me die ; 
Here tet me fink to everiafting Reft, 
Jufthere, and never, never think again. 

v l rs sis. 

No, iit*e thoa great Example of thy Sex, % 
lave for the World, for me, and for thyfelf. 
UnnumbeVd Bleffings, Honors, Years of HappJnefs, 
Crowns from the Gods, enrich'd with brighteft Stars, - 
All Heav'n and Earth united in Applaufe, 
Wait, with officious Duty, to reward thlee. 
Live to enjoy ev'n all thou haft deferv'd; 
That Fulnefs of Delight, of which thefe Arms, 
And this tranfporting Moment, gives thee Earneft, 
^U E E N. 

I gaze upon thy Face, and fee thee here. 
The fullen Pow'rs below, who rule the Dead, 
Have liftenM to my Weeping, and relenting, 
Have fent thee from Elyfium back to me; • 
Or from the Deep, from Sea-green Neptune's Seats, 
ThouVt rifen like the Day-Star, or from Heav'n 
Some God has brought thee on the Wings of Winds;* 
Oh Extafy !— — But all that I can know, 
Is, that I wake and live, and thou art here. 
ULYSSES. 

fry* I forgive thee now; ye Toils and Peril* 
Of my paft Life, well are you paid at once. 
For this the faithlefs Sirens fang in vain, 
For this I 'fcap'd the Den of monftrous Polypbeme, 
Fled from Calypf<?% Bonds, and Cirte's Charms; 
For this, feven Days, and feven long Winter Nights, 
Shipwrecked I floated on a driving Mail; v 
Toft by the Surge, pietc'd by the bitter Blafts 
Of bleak North Winds, and drenchM in the chill Wave, 
I ftrove with all the- Terrors of the Deep. 
Q.U E E h: 

Yes,, thou haft borne it all; I know thou haft; 
•TM& War*, Winds, Magic, Monfters, all for tnc* 
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Bleft be the gracious Gods that gave thee to me ! 
Say then! Oh how {hall I reward thy Labors ? 
But I will fit and liften to thy Story, 
While thou recount'ft it o'er; and when thou fpeak'ft 
Of Difficulties hard, and near to Death, 
I'll pity thee, and anfwer with my Tears ; 
But when thou com' ft to fay how the Gods fav'd thee, 
And how thy Virtue flruggPd through the Danger, 
For Joy, I'll fold chee thus with foft Endearments, 
And crown thy Con que ft with ten thoufand KifTes. 
U L T S S E S. 
It is a heavy, and a rueful Tale, 
But thou will kindly fhare with me in all Things; 
It (hall be told thee, then, whate'er I fuffer'd. 
Since,, in a lucklefs Hour, I firit fet out, 
Ev'n to that Time, when fcarce twice ten Days paft ; 
As from PhoMcia homeward bound to hb/ica, 
A Storm o'ertook and wreckM me on the Coaft; 
Alone and naked was I call afhore, 
And only to thefe faithful Two made known, 
'Till Jove fliould point me out fome Opportunity, 
Once more to feize my Right in thee and Empire. 
MENTOR. 
'Tis hard, injurious, an Offence to Virtue, 
To interrupt your Joys, ye royal Pair; 
But Oh forgive your faithful Servant's Caution, 
Think where you are, what Eyes malicious Chance 
May bring to pry into the happy Secret, 
Untimely to difclofe the fatal Birth, 
And raihly bring it immature to light. 
U L r S S E s. 
Mentor, thou warn'fl us well — Retire, my Love. 

^U E E N. 
What, muft we part already ? 

U L r S S E S. 

For a Moment, 
Like Waves divided by the gliding Bark, 
That meet again, and mingle as before. ' 

QUEEN. 



U L r s $ e s; 337 

$JJ E E N. 
Be fure k be not longer. 

. - U L r $ S E $. 

Sweet, it iha' rot ; 
Pll meet : thee foon, and bring our mutual BleHing, 
Our Son* tViuwafe the Toy. 

^UEEN. 

I moll obey you; 
Remember we!! how long thou haft been abfent* 
And what a poor Amends this fliort Enjoyment 

makes-me* 
Oh I (hall die with rtreng Iteffce to fee thee, 
Shall think this one impatient* Minute more, 
Than all- thy long, long twenty Years before; 

• [is**/ Queen. 

Enter at the other Door Tblejaachus* 
TELEMACHUS. 
The Queen my Mother, pad (he not this way ? 

• '* M'E NT OR. 

She did, my Lord* ev'n now. s 

TBLEMjiCHUS. 

* - > Saw you not too 

The Samian Princcfs, fairSemantke, with her I . . 

Say, went they not together ? 

V L r S S E 8. 

Might I fpeak, 
I think, it isnot fit they were together ; 
For wherefore fhou'd die* Queen of Ithata 
Hold Commerce with the Daughter of Eurpmacims? 
Pardon me, Sir, I fear you are offended, 
And think tM^Soldnefs does not fit a Stranger. 
f^E^EMACHVS: " 
'Tissue thou at* aS^raitgfer tomyEpc*,. 
And yet, methought, Vhtfu fptfk'ft with A£tbbn\ Voice* 
Save, that &* untoward Purpofe of thy Words , 
Seeife'd iarfti, im£efctte, am& not like my Friend. 

ut r^s's. e s. . 

Whatever I feemi believe;' me, prkwelv.Yaut&U 
Vol. L Q^ *' *\\*s* 
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Thou haft not one, one. deaf fele&ed Mate* 
That ought to ftand before me in thy Heart ; 
Tho* from your tender' Infancy 'till now, 
He dwelt within thy Bofotn, thou in his; 
Tho' every Year has knit the Band more clofc ; 
*Tho' Variance never knew. you, but complying 
Each ever yielded to thfe other's Wiihes, 
Tho' you have toil'd and retted, laugh'd and mourn'd, 
And ran thro' every Part Of Life together ; . . • 
Tho' he was all thy Joy, and thou all his, 
Yet fure he never lov'd thee more than I do. 
, TELEMACHUS. 
Whoe'er thou art, (for th<tf thou ftill art JEthon, 
Thou art not he, but fomething more and greater,) 
Lfeel the Force of every Word thou rpeak'5; 
My Soul is aw'd with reverential Fear, , 
A Fear not irkfom, for 'tis mix'd with Love; 
Ev'n fuch a Fear as that we woWhip Heav'n with? 
Oh pardon if I err, for if thou art not 
jEtbon, my Father's Friend, thou artfome God. 
ULYSSES. 
If barely to have been thy Father's Friend 
Cou'd move thee to fuch tender, juft Regards, 
Thus, let me thus indulge thy filial Virtue, 

[Embracing him* 
Thus prefs thee in my Arms, my pious Son, 
And, while my {welling Heart runs o'er with Joy, 
Thus tell thee, that I am, I am thy Father. 
TELE MAC HUS. 
Oh moft amazing I— 

MENTOR. 
Yes, my royal Charge, 
At length behold thy God-like Sire, Vfyjes. 
Bleft be my Age, with all its Cares and Sorrows, 
Since it is lengthen'd out to fee this Day, 
To give thee back, thou dear intrufted Pledge, 
Thus worthy as thou art, to thy great Father's Arms. 

TELEMACHUS. 
' Ok 'tis moft certain fo> m^ \\tm<a»&<fe* htm; 
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My Blood and Spirits, all the Pow'rs of Life, 
Acknowledge here the Spring from whence they camct • 
Then let me bow me, caft me at his Feet; 
There pay the humble Homage of my Duty; 
There wet the Earth before him with my Tears* 
The faithful Witnefles of Love and Joy ; 
And when my Tongue for Rapture can no more. 
Silent, with lifted Eyes, I'll praife the Gods, 
Who gave me back my King, my Lord, my Father* 
U L Y S S E S. 

Oh rife, thou Offspring of my nuptial Joys; 
Son of my Youth, and Glory, of my Strength, 
Rob not thy Father's Arms of fo much Treafure, 
But let us meet, as Jove and Nature meant us* 
Thus, like a Pair of very faithful Friends : 
And tho' I made harm Mention of thy Love, 
(Oh droop not at the Name) by blue-ey'd Pallas 
1 meant it not in angry, chiding Mood ; i 

But with a tender and a fond Concern 
Reminded thee of what thou ow'fl to Honor. 
TELEMACHUS. 

When I forget it, may the worfc Afflictions, 
Your Scorn, your Hate* and Infamy o'ertake me 5 
Be that th' important BuYnefs of my Life, 
Let me be taik'd to hunt fpr it thro* Danger, ^ 

Thro* all the Roar of the tumultuous Battle, I 

And dreadful Din of Arms ; there, if I fail, > 

May Cowards fay I'm not Ulyffes* Son, 
And the great Author of our Race difclaim me* 
U L T $ S E $. 

Oh Noblenefs innate ! Oh Worth divine ! 
^Etherial Sparks i that fpeahrthe Hero's Lineage, 
How pleafing are you to me !— So the Eagle, 
That bears the Thunder of our Grandfire Jove, 
With Joy beholds his hardy youthful Offspring 
Forfake the Neft, to try his tender Pinions, 
In the wide untralt Air ; till bolder grown, 
Now, like a Whirlwind, on the Shepherd's Fold 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the Prey ; 
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Or fixing on fonie Dragon's fcaly Hide, 
Eager of Combat, and Ik future Fe 8ft, 
Bears him a) oft, relu&aat, and in vain 
Writhing his fpby Tail. 

TELEM ACM US. 

I wou'd be active. 
Get me a Name diftingnifhM horn theHeict 
Of common Men, a.Name worthy my I&jcth. 
U L r S tf E s. 

Nor (halt thou want th' Occafon, now it courts 
;thee, ' 
Stands ready, and demands thy Courage now. -. 
Were J, indeed as other JTathers are, 
Did I bu* liften to foft Nature's Voice, 
I fliou'd not irrge thee to this high Exploit ;. f .. ' 
For tho' it brings thee Fame, it brings thee Daoges. 
TELEMACHU8. 

Now by the C*od of War fo much the better/ 
Let there be Honor for y/)ur Son to win. 
And be the. ©anger ne'er ibrrtde and deasHy, 
Np matter, 'twill eohsuiceihe^rize 4e more, 
And make it lovely ixL a braue Man's Eye * *: ' 
So Hjdra's and Cbinmrrfs ictem'd ia Goid, ' 
Sit graceful underneath the nodding Phune, 
And terribty-adorn. the Soldier's M elm. 

. u l rs S E S.- 
Know then, on this important Night depends 
The very Crijis of our Fate ; ^ taNighfr, : i . 
The fleeping Vengeance of the Gods, ifaali Wake* 
And fpeak Confuiion to our Fnuerin Thunder: 
JuiHce intrulh her Sword to this right Hand,' .'■"!' 
And I, will fee it fnithfurly employed. . 

*7 £ L E MJCtiUS. . .•; v . 
By Virtue and by Arms 'tis noble Work, 
I burn inpatient for Jt*^»^<>htHiy Father, , 
Give me my. Pontioti of the glorious Labor. ' 
..;.. U L 2" £ £ E.S. 
One inore immediate Danger threats thy MotHer, - 
that to averf. muftbb thy $k> u *^^v 
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WMfc Mentor, with Eu/neus- and our Mf, * 

Back'd by a'chofen Band, (whom how pfepar'd, 
How gather'd to our Aid, the pcefitag Hour 
Allows not now to tell,) invade yon* Drunkards, 
Immerft in Riot, carelefs, and defying 
The Gods as Fables, ftart upon 'em fudden, 
And fend their guilty Souls to howl below, 
Upon th« Banks of Styx ; whale this is doing, 
Dar'ft thou defeitd thy Mother .\ 

; . TEhEMACHUS. 

Oh ! to Death, 
Agaittft unfrted Nation wou'd I ftand 
Her jSol.ti.er, her Defence ; my &agle Breaft 
Oppos'd agaifift the Rage of their whole War \ 
She is fogood, fe worthy to be fought for, 
- The facred CauJe wou'd make my Sword fwcce&fuV 
And ga|n flay Yo«tk a mighty Name ih Arms. . 

v i rs S E S. 

Then pro%e the Peril, and enjoy the Fame. 
Ere the Mid-hour of rolling Night approach, 
Remember well to plant th^e at that Door, 
Thoa know'ft it open* to th$ Queen's Apartment. 
,T*Mbd thee yet more firm (for, Oh, my Son, 

[Drawing his Sword. 
With powerful Oppofition (halt thou ftrive) 
Swear on my Sword, by thy own filial Piety, 
By all our Race, by Pal/as and by Jove , 
If any of thefe curfed foreign Tyrants, 
Thofe Rivals of thy Father's Love and Honor, 
Shall dare to pafs thro' that forbidden Entrance, 
To take his forfeit Life for the Intrufion. 
TELEMACHUS. 

I fwear— —And may niy Lot in future Fame 

[Telemachus kneels and kijfes the Sword. 
Be good or evil but as I perform it. 

;. , :i . v l rs s e s. 

Enough ■ I do believe thee. 

MENTOR. 

\A confuft& Notje U W^^xWJ 
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Hew loud the Temjjeft roars ! The bellowing Voicfc 
Of wild, enthufiamc, raging Mirth, 
With Peak of Clamor (hakes the vaulted Roof, 
TELEMJCHUS. 
Such furefy is the Sound of mighty Armies 
In Battle join'd, of Cities fack'd at Midnight, 
Of many Waters, and united Thunders ; 
My gen'rous Soul takes fire, and half repines, 
To think fhe mull not fhare the glorious Danger, 
Where Numbers wait you, worthy of your Swords* 

u l rs S E $. 

No more, thou haft thy Charge, look well to that ; 
For thefe, thefe riotous Sons of Noife and Uproar, 
I know their Force, and know I am VlyJJis, 
So Jc<ve look'd down upon the*War otAtoms, 
And rude tumultuous Cjbaos, when as yet 
Fair Nature, Firm, and Order had not Being, 
But Di&erd and Confufion troubled all ; 
Calm and (erene upon his Throne he fate, 
Fix'd there by the eternal Law of Fate, 
Safe in himfelf, becaufe he knew his Pow'r ; 
And knowing what he was, he knew he was fecure. 

[Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. S C E N E I. 

tor TlLEMACHUS tf»</ANTIN0US. 

JNTINOUS. 

TH1 King return'd ? So long conceaPdin Ithaca? 
AZthon the King ? What Words can fpeak my 
Wonder ? 

7 ELEMACHVS* 
Yes, my Antinous, ''tis mod amazing, 
'Tis all the mighty working of the Gods, 
Unfearchable and dark to human Eyes : 
But Oh, let me conjure thee by our Friendfhip, 
Since to thy faithful Bread alone I've trutied 
The ratal Secret, to preferve it fafe r 
As thou woa'dft do the Life of thy Tekmachuu 
ANTINOUS. 
Wrong not the Truth of your devoted Slave, 
To think he wou'd betray you for whole Worlds. 
Have yoa not faid it,, that your own dear Life» 
And ail your royal Race, depends upon it ? 
Far from my Lips, within my Breaft I'll keep it ; 
Nor breathe it tofily to myfelf alone, 
Left fome officious murmuring Wind mould tell it. 
And babbling Echos catch the feeble Sound. 
TELE MAC BUS. 
No, thou art true, fuch have I ever found thee \ 
But hade, my Friend, and fummon to thy Aid 
What Force the fhortnefs of the Time allows thee j 
Then with thy fwifteft Diligence return, 
Since, as I urg'd to thee before, it may 
Import the Safety of my royal Parents. 



\ 
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Some black Defign is by thefe Stranger-Princes 
Contriv'd againft the Honor of the Queen, 
" J NT I NOUS. 

Ere Night a bufy Rumor ran around 
Of armed Parties fecretly difpos'd 
Between the Palace-Gardens and the Sea j 
JHold Cleon flrait and Areas I difpatch'd 
To fearch the Truth ; that known, -with hafle to raife 
And arm our Citizens for your Defence : 
Ere this they have obey'd me : when Pve join'd 
The Pow'r their I>ilrgence has drawn together, 
I'll wait you here again upon the Inflant. . 

[Exit Antinous* 
• tELEMACtiUS. 

Oh Love, how are thy precious, fweeteft Minutes 
Thus ever croft, thus vex'd with Difappointments 1 
Now Pride, r.cfw Ficklenefs^ fantaftic Qgarreh 
And fullen Col dnt fa give us Pain by turns ; „" 

Malicious mediing Cnance is ever bufy 
To bring us Pearsy UiAjuiet, and Delays ; 
And ev'n at M-, when after all Our Waiting, 
Eager, we think to match the dear-bought Blifs, 
Ambition calls us to its Allien Crres, - 
And Honor ftern, impatiettt t>f Neglect, 
Commands us to forget our Eafe and Pleasures, 
As if we had been made for nought but Toil, 
And Love were not the Bua'nefs of our Lives. 

Enter Eurymachu^ 

EURYMACHUS. 
The Prince yet here ! Twice have I fought, fine* 
Night, 
To pafs in .private to the Queen's Apartment, 
But found him ftrll attending at the Door ; 
What can it mean ? 

TE LEMACHUS. 

It is Semanthe's Father 1 

Ha !- Sure the Gods, in pity of our Loves, 

Have deftin'd him tcf'fc^pfc Ulyfft? Yfcw£«*nce. 

... - E\J KYUl A- - 
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EURTMAC HJC7S. 
How comes k, gentle Youth, when Wine and Mirth 
Chear ev'ry Heart to Night, and banim Care, 
I find thee penfively alone, avoiding . 
. iTfce Pkafttxre* <aad Companions of thy Youth, 
And, like the fighing Slave of £orrew, wafting 
The tedious Time la wclatocholjr Thought ? 
TELEMACHUS. 
Behojd the Ruins of iny royal Houfc, ' ' 
My Father's Abfence, and my Mother's Grief ; 
Then tell me j$ I have not Caufe too great 
To moucn, to pine away my Youth in Sadnefs. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Our Daughter once was wont to mare your 
Thougitts; 
Believe me, fhc has Rextbn to complain, 
If you prefer your Solitude to her-; 
* While here you flay, 4i&onfolate and muting, 
Lonely (he fits, the tender-hearted Maid, 
And kindly thinks of you, and mourns your Abfence. 
<TE LEMACHUS. 
The couftaot, faithful Service of my Life, 
My Days and Nights devoted all to her, 
Poorly repay the fab &$Tnanthe\ Goodnefs : 
Yet they are hers, eu'n all «y Years are hers, 
My preient Youth, my future Age is hers, 
AH but this Night, which here I've, (worn to pafs, 
Revolving many a fed and heavy Thought, 
And ruminating on my wretched Fortunes. 
. EURTMAC HUS* 

How ! here !•*— ?-to pals it here * — •■■ 

VELEMACHUS. 
i Ev'n here, . my Lord. ' 

EURTMACHUS. • ■ 
F&&taftj& Accident i ■ t >M ..Whence coufd this come r |. 

WeU, Sir, purfue your Thoughts ; I have fomc Matters 
©f great and high Import, which on ^he Inftant % 
Lmuil deliver, to the Queen your Mother. 

Q^5 T illr 
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TELEMJCHUS. 
Whate'er it be, you muft of force delay It 
•Till Morning. - ' • 

EURTMJCHUS. 

How, delay it! ■ 'tis impoffibfe 
But wherefore ?■ Say. 

TELEMJCHUS. 

The Queen is gone to Reft* 
Oppreft and wafted with the Toil of Sorrows, 
Weary as miferable painful Hinds, 
That labor all the Day to get 'em Food, 
She feeksfome Eafe, fome Interval of Cares, 
From the kind God of Sleep, and fweet Repofe. 
Ere me retirM Ihe left moft ftrift Command, 
None fhou'd approach her 'till the Morning's Dawn* 
EURTMJ.CHUS. 
Whate'er thofe Orders were, I have my Reafons* 
To think myfelf excepted -And whoe'er 

Brought you the Meffage, through officious Hade 
Miftook the Queen, and has inform'd you wrong* 
TELEMJCHUS. 
Not fo, my Lord ; for, as I honor Truth, 
Ev'n from herfelf did I receive the Charge. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Vexation and Delay !— — Then 'tis thy own, 
Thv Error, and thou heard'ft not what flie fai<k 
I tell thee, Prince, 'tis atherownRequeft, 
Her Bidding, that, at this appointed Hour, 
I wait her here ; detain me then no more 
With tedious vain Replies, for I muft pafs. 
7 ELEMJCHUS. 
Were it to any but Semantbeh Father, 
That Miftrefs of my Reafon and my Paffions, 
Who charming both makes both fu Droit alike, 
« Perhaps I ihou'd in rougher Terms have anfwer'd ; 
But here imperious Love demands Reipedfc, 
Conftrains my Temper, to my Speech gives Law, 
And I muft only fay You cannot pafe, 

SUM* 
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EURTMAC HUS. 
Hart— — i-Who fhall bar me ? 

T ELEMAC HU$. 

With the gentleft Words, 
Which Reverence and Duty can invent^ 
£ will intreat you not to do a Violence, 
Where nought is.meantto you but worthieft Honor* 
EURTMACHUS. 
Oh trifling, idle Talker! — know, myPurpofe 
Is not of fuch a light, fantaftic Nature, 
That I (hou'd quit it for a Boy's Intreaty. 
More than my Life or Empire it imports, 
All that good Fortune or the Gods can do for me 
Depends upon it, and I will have Entrance. 
T.ELEMACHUS; 
Nay then, 'tis time to fpeak like what I am, 
And tell you,. Sir, you mud not, nor you fhall not. 
EURTMACHUS. 
'Twere fafer for thy rafti, unthinking Youth 
To Hand the Mark of Thunder, than to thwart me ; 
Beware left I forget thy Mother's Tears,. 
The Merit of her foft complying Sorrows* 
Dreadful in Fury left I rulli upon thee, 
Grafp thy frail Life, and break it like a Bubble, 
To be diffolv'd, and mix'd with common Air. 
TELE MAC HUS* 
Oh 'tis long fince that I have learnt to hold 
My Life from none, but from the Gods who gave it, 
Nor mean to render it on any Terms, 
Unleft thofe heav'nly Donors afk it back. 
EURTMACHUS. 
Know'ft thou what 'tis to tempt a Rage like mine ? 
But liften to me, and repent thy Folly. 
This Night, this Night ordain'd of old for Blifs, 
Mark'd from the reft of the revolving Year, , , , 
And fet apart for Happinefs by Fate, 
The charming Queen, thy Mother, is my Bride, 
7 E LEMACHUS. 
Confufion! Curies on the Tongue tfiat fpcke it ? 

CL6 £ U R r. 
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EURTMACHUS. 
To-night me yields, ev'n for thy Sake fee yield*.; 
To-night the lovely Mifer, grown indulgent, » 
Reveals her Stores of Beauty long referv'd ; 
She bids me revel with the hidden Treaiure, 
And pay myfelf for all her Years of Coldneis. 
TELEMACHUS. 
Perdition on the Falfhood 1 

$U RTMAC HV8, 

Dare not then 
To crofs my Tranfports longer; if thou doit, 
By all the Pangs of disappointed Love, ['Drawing- 
I'll force my Way, tlxus, through thy . Hearth befl 
Blood. ' 

7 E LE M AC HU S. 
How is my Piety and. Virtue loft, 
An&fcfl the heav'nly Fire/^extinft within me ! 
I hear the ftcred Name of her that bore me 
Traduc'd, di &onor'4 J by a Ruffian V Tongue.. 

And am I tame ! Love, and ye fofcer Thoughts* 

Igive you to the Win ds.~— Know, King of Samoa* 
Thy Breath, like peftilential Blatfs, infe&s 
The Air, and grows offensive to the Gods : 
If thou but whifper one Word more, jmic Accent 
Againft my Mother's Fame, it ie-thy laft. - - 

» EURTMACHU S. 

± Brav'd by a Boy !— a Boy !— the Nutfe's Mill* 
5" YeQnroiftupon his Lij^— *— —feeble in Infancy, 

t Maying the firft Rudiments of Manhood,, 
With Strength unpra&is'd yet, and unconfirmed I" j 
Oh Shame to Arms !— But I have borne too long.. 
Fly fwift, avoid the Tempeftof my Fury v 
Or thus I'll pour it in a Whirlwind on thee* 
Dafh, tkee to Atoms thus, and tofc thee round thee 
World. 

rE LE MJCHUZ. 
I laugh at all tha^t Rage, and thw I i&eet i*. 

..'■ ■ %*: 'strife 
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EURTMACHVS. 
Hell and Confufton !— to thy Heart* ■ ■ » .« 
TELEMAC HU$. 

To thine 
This Greeting I return.— — — 

EURTMACHUS. 

The Furies feixe thee, 

[Eurymachus falls* 
Thou'aft (truck me to the Earth, blafted my Hopes; 
The partial Gods are leagu'd with thee again* me, - 
To load me with Dishonor— »-Qh ray Fortune ! 
Where is my Name in Arms, the boafted Trophies * 
Of my pad Life! For, ever loft, defac*d, , . ." '. •'£ 
And ravifli'd from me by a beardlefs Striplings 
TE L E MACHUS. 
What means this foft Relenting in my Soul r 
What Voice is this that iadly whifper? to in*V " 
Behold Semanthe's Father bleeds to D>eath ? 
Why would you urge me? [To Eurymachu&. 

EU RTMAC tft/S,i ' 

i Off, and come not near me^, 

But let me curfe my Fate, and die contented, 
TELEMACHUS. 
And fee he fink* yet paler to the Earth ; 
The purple Torrent gufhes out impetuous,. 
And with a guilty Deluge ilains 'the Ground : 
J&> Help at Hand! wb^t hoa! — Aietinous.- . [Exiii 
EURTMACHUS. 
Let there be none, nd Witnefs of my Shame;;, 
Nor let officious Art prefume to offer 
Its Aid, for I have Uv'd too long already. 

Enter S £ M a N X H *.. 

8 EM ANT HE. 
Sure I have ftaid too long, and while liatc- 
&adly attentive to the weeping Queen, 
Hearing her tell of Sorrow* upon Sorrow*, 
£v*n to a lamentable length of Woe, 
Th? appointed Hour of Love pafs'd-by unheeded: 
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My Lord perhaps will chide; Oh no!-— He's gentfe* 
And will not urge me with my firft Offence. " 

iuft as I enter'd here,,, the Bird of. Night 
U-bodmg fhfiek'd, and ft rait, methought, I heard 
A low complaining Voice,- that feem'd to murmur / 
At fome hard Fate, and. groan to bereliev'd. 
Ye gracious Gods be good to my Telemachus! 
EURYMACHV S. 
Ha ! What art thou that doit thy hoftile Qrifon*. 
Offer to Heaven* fon my mortal Foe?. 
SEMANTHE. 
Guardians of Innocence, ye holy Pow'rs,, 
defend me, fave me!' 

EURTMAQ HUS. 

Art thou not Semanthe? 
SEMANTHE.. 
My Father!-- rQn the Ground ! — bloody and pale !' 

[.Running to kirn, and kneeling by him* 
©h Horror! Horror! — Speak to me-— Say who . ■■ . 
What curfed Hand has done this dreadful Deed? 
pthat with my Cries I may call out for Juftice; 
Call to th$ Gods, and to my dear Telemacbus* 
For Juftice on my royal Father's Murderer. 
EURTMAC HUS. 
If there be yet one God will Men to thee^ 
Sollicit him, that only equal Power,- 
3Co rain down Plagues, and Fire, and fwift DefbuGion> 
Ev'n all his whole Artillery of Vengeance, 
On himv who, aided by my adverfe Stars, 
Robb'd me of Glory, Love* and Lifer- -Teletkachus^ 
SEMANTHE. 
What fays my Father!- -No ! — it is impoffible ! 
He could not — would not — for Semanthe's Sake. — ^ 

Enter T k l jb m a c h v. s- 
TELEMACHUS. 
■ Alas!---Ujej«is none near---noHelp-;«4^*)ri7#i^f/ 

[Crying out* 

; * . EURr* 
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% : EURTMACHUS, 
And fee he bears the Trophy of his Conqueft f t. 
Behold his Sword, yet reeking with my Blood ! 
Then doubt no more, nor a4k whom thou fhould'ft curfe % 
It is Telemaxhus ■ on whom revenge me, 
But on Telemathus! - W hy do I leave thee r 

A helplefs Orphan in a foreign Land, 
But for Tdemachusf Who tear* me from thee? 
Telemachus* ■ W hy is thy King and Father 
Stretch'd on the Earth, a cold arid lifelefs Coarfe, 
Inglorious and forgotten— Oh ! Telemachuj ! [Diet* 
§ EM ANT HE* 
Cruel! unkind and cruel! 

[She faints, ami falls upon theBoityofTLwrymM,cKu&> 
TELEMAQHUS. 
She faints,. 
Her Cheeks are cold, and the laft leaden Sleep* 
Hangs heavy on her Lids — Wake, wake, Semanthe\ 
Oh let me raife thee from this Seat of Death; 

[Raifing her up, and fupporting her in his Arms* 
Lift up thy Eyes — Wilt thou not fpeak to me? 
SEMANTHE. 
Let me forget the Ufe of ev'ry Senfe* 
Let me not fee, nor hear, nor fpeak again, 
After that Sight, and thofe meft dreadful Sounds. 
Where am I now ? — What! — lodg'd within thy Arms! 
Stand off, and let me fly from thee for ever; 
Swifter than Lightning, Winds, or winged Time, 
Fly from thee, 'til! there be whole Worlds to part us j 
'Till Nature fix her Barriers to divide us r 
Her frozen Regions, and her burning Zones} 
'Till Danger, Death and Hell, da (land betwixt us, 
And make it Fate that we fhall never meet* 
TELE MAC HITS. 
'Tis juft; town thy Rage is jo ft, Semanthe; 
Each fatal Circumftance is (bong againil me; 
Then if thy- Heart feverely is refohr'd 
Never to lilten when I plead for Mercy, 
Tfeo' Piety and Honor join with Love, 
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And humbly at thy Feet make intejreflion ; 

If thou an deaf to all, then this alone - • - - ■ 

Is left me, to receive my Doom, and die. 

Are Love, are Piety and Honor Jlarricides? 
Are they like thee ? Do they delight in Blood ? 
Oh, no! Celeftial Sweefcnefs dweSs with them, 
Friendly Fergiveneff, Gentlenete aod Peace, 
Mercy and Joy; but thou haft -violated, ..^ 
The j&ot*d Train, brought Mu^» in atjiongft 'em;. 
<Aad fee, difefeat'd, to ftw'n.they take their JPlight* 
And have abandoned thee ai\d we for ever. 
TRLEMACHUS. 
If fuddej* Fury have not changM thee quite* 
If there be any of Smanihe fa&, ' ; 
One tender Thought of that dear Maid remaining, 
Yet, I conjure thee, bear me. 

SEMJtNTSM. 

'Tisiflvvain, r 

A^ttd that known Voice can never charm me mpre. 
TBLMMAQHUS. 
Be witnefs for me, Heaven, ^with what Relu&ance,. 
My Hand was lifted for this: fatal Stroke ; ■•>' 
With Injuries which Manhood could not brook, v 
With, Violence, with prowd inciting Scorn, 
And ignominious Thifcat'ni&gfc was 1 urgM; . - 

Long, long, I ftrove w&h Mp% Indignation, 
And ,k>ng repre& ? d my f fweliing, youthful Rage j. : 
Ifww'd, aa4 felf a» Agony witfon- 
'Twas hard indee d ■ ' ■>!■ .. g frt to, myleif I faid, 
It is 8ima$&\r¥^& 9 ^ii^j%.bpy-i*~' l 
SMM.JtfT&M* 
And coud*ft tkm not <te mmli Ca.11'4 &o% t$e£- 
SufPrings!\ v\ .) ,. '„■: j. j * 
Thefe ftiqitv t^ttltiifc**, momentary Pafltoris ? 
What, wo^ld £& I have horse ;for thee, , thou c* uel one » 
For thee, fo fondly wa«s my Hear* <evo**t thee, 
Forgetful of m^tetd** ^ feeifk$ ISf*,' 

\ . . • . : r ., Jwo&id 
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I would have wandered o'er the wide World, • r 

Known all Calamities, and all Diftrefies, i . 

Sicknefs and Hunger, Cold and bitter Want; 
For thee, retir'd within fome gloomy Cave, 
I wou'd have wailed all my Days in Weeping, 
And liv'd and dy'd a Wretch to make thee happy J 
'Till I had been a Story to Poilerity ; 
'Till Maids, in After-times, had (aid, Behold 
How much fhe fufFer'd for the Man ihe lov'd. 
■••■,: TE LEMJC HUS. * 

And is thene any one, the. moil afflicting 
Of all thofe Miferies Mankind is born t», 
Which for thy Sake I would reiufe ?-^But Oh ! 
Mine was a harder, a fevererTafltj 
The Queen, my Mother,, trufted to my Charge, 
My royal Father's Honor, and my own ; 
The P>dges of eternal Fame or Infamy, 
United urg'd, and cali'd upon my Sword, 
SEMJNTHI.. 

What is this vain, fantailic Pageant, Honor; 
This bufy, an^ry Thing, . that fcatters Difcord 
Amongil the mighty Princes of the Earth, 
And fets the madding Nations in an Uproar? 
But let it be the Wor/hip of the Great! 
Well haft thou warn'd me, and I'll make it mine* 
Yes, Prince, its dread Command lhall be obey'd; 
Our Sa?ntaiu Arms fhall pour De&rucVon on you ; 
Your yellow Harveib and your Towns mall blaze, 
The Sword fhall rage, and universal Wailings 
Be heard amongil the Mothers of your Ithaca* 
'Till War itfelf grow weary and relent, 
And that poor Weeding King be well reveng'd. 
TELEMjiCHUS. 

Halle then, and let the Trumpet found to Arms, 
§£tm*the\ Vengeance ihall not be delay'd; 
Prepare for Slaughter and wide-wailing Ruin ; 
Prepare to feel htr Wrath, ye wretched Itb&caru : 
Lift not a Svyor<k nor bead a Bow againft her, 

But 
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But all, Tike me, with low Submiffion meet her, 
.And let us yield up our devoted Lives, 
Nor once implore her Mercy— for, alas ! 
Cruel Semantbe Mi forgot to pardon : 
For Blood, Deftru&itm and Revenge, fhe calls, 
And Gentlenefs and Love are Strangers to her. 
SEMJNFHE. 

Love! Didft thou fpeak of Love?— Oh ill-tim'd 

Thought I 
Behold it there! Behold the Love thou bear'ft me! 

[Pointing to the Body of Eurymachus, 
Behold that! that! — more dreadful than Medufa, 
It drives my Soul back to her inmoft Seats, 
And freezes ev'ry ftifPning Limb to Marble. 
Seefl thou that gaping Wound, and that black Blood 
Congealing on that pale, that afhy Bread ? 
Then mark the Face— how Pain and Rage, with-all 
The Agonies of Death fit frefh upon it: 
This was my Father — Was there none on Earth,. 

No Haind but thine 

TELEMAC HUS. 

Within my own fad Heart- 
I felt the Steel before it reach'd to his. 
How much more happy in his Lot! — The Sleep 
Of Death is on him, and he is in Peace; - 
While I, condemned to live, muft mourn for him> 
Mourn for myfelf ; and, to complete my Woes, 
Feel all thy Pains redoubled on Telemacbus* 
SEMJNTHE. 

I know thou hat'ft me, and that deadly Blow 
Was meant to do a Murder on Semantbe* 
But, Oh ! it needed not ; for thy Unkindnefs 
Had been as fatal to me as thy Sword : 
If one cold Look, one angpy Word had told me, 
That thou wert chang'd, and I was grown a Burden to 

thee, 
I fhould have underftood thy cruel Purpofe, 
Sate down to vree$, and, broke my Heart, and dy'd. 
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TELEMACHUS. 
* It is too much, and I will bear no more; 
Oh thou unjuft, thou lovely, falfe Accufer, 
How haft thou wrong'd my tender, faithful Love I 
In Spite of all thefe Horrors of my Guilt, 
And that malignant Fate that doom'd me to it; 
In Spite of all, I will appeal to thee, 
Ev'n to thyfelf, inhuman as thou art, 
If ever Maid was yet belov'd before thee 
With f«ch Heart-aking, eager, anxious Fondnefs,. 
A3 that with which my Soul defires my dear Semantic* 
SEMJNTHE. 

Detefted be the Name of Love for ever! 
Henceforth let eafy Maids be warn'd by me, 
No more to truft yourBreafts that heave with Sighing 
Your moving Accents, and yo»r melting Eyes ; 
Whene'er you boaft your Truth, then let 'em Jrv you* 
Then fcorn you, for 'tis then you mean Deceiving; 
If yet there fhould fome fond Believer be, 
Let the falfe Man betray the Wretch Kke thee; 
Like thee, the loft, repenting Fool difclaim, 
For Crowns, Ambition, and your Idol, Fame; 
When warm, when languifhing with fweet Delight, 
Wifhing (he meets him, may he blaft her Sight, 
With fuch a Murder on her bridal Night 1 

[Exit 
TELEMACHVS. 

Now arm thee for the Conflict, oh my Soul* 
And fee how thou canft bear Semantbe's Lofs ; 
For ihe is loft— moft certain — gone irrevocable^ 
Mentor, nor jEthon now, my King, my Father 
Shall need t'upbraid me with th' unhappy Paffion % 
Ha! that has wak'd a Thought — 'Tis certain fo, 
And this is all the Work of cruel Policy: 
The Danger of the Queen was from Eurymachus % 
Therefore my Sword was chofen to oppofe it, 
That it might cut the Bands of Love afunder ; 
Oh Dreamer that I was ! 
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In rain to Pallas and to Jove complain, 

That Troy and HeSor arc reviv'd again. 

Poflefs'd, like happy Paris, of the Fair, 

I'll lengthen out my Joys with ten Years War, 

.And tlunk the reft of Life beneath a Lover's Care 



{Exeunt* 
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A NT I NWS. . ' ' 

{.urymachus / > ■ * Tis. be ; 
Sfyrprifing Accident.!.** — Whence came this? 1 / ' - 
Btit 'tis no Matter., finte it ma$pe,s/orire, / 
Nor have we Time to Wfteintain Biqmry ? - 
J*5t it fuhHce that we have loft an Enemy. 
Hafte to the Queen, my Cieon, and perfuade her 
To feek her Safety with us in the City : 
If me refufe, bear her away by Force. 
Do you attend him.—— [To the Soldiers. 

A R C A S. 

Had you ta'en my Counfel, 
The Prince fliou'd not have 'fcap'd. us. 
ANTINOUS. 

Areas, no! 
A Life like his is but a fingle Stake, 
Unworthy the Contention it might coft : 
Gaining the Queen, I have whatever I wifti. 
Fear of the Samians, and the fubtle King, 
Forbad my coming with a ftronger Power, 
L eft they had ta'en th' Alarm, and turn'd upon us : 
Therefore I held it fafer by a Wile 
To work upon the Youth, and fend him hence, 
And that Way gain Admittance to his Mother. 
A R CAS. 
• Our Ithacans, who give the King for loft, 
Shall deem this Tale of his Return a Fable; 
Or, tho' they fhould believe it, yet will join us, 
And, w,Jth united Arms affift your Caufe. 
Why do we linger then ? Heard you that Cry f 



[Cry of Women within* 



Succefsful Cieon, of his Prey ponefs'd, 
Leads us the Way, and haftens to the City. 
ANT I NO US. 
Come on, and let the crafty- fam'd Ulyffes 
Repine and rage, by happier Frauds excell'd. 
Let the forfaken Hufband vainly mourn 
His tedious Labors, and his late Return ; 
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E U M jE u s> 
The King* whofe equal Temper, like the Gods* 
Was ever calm and conftant toitfelf, 
Struck with the fudden, unexpected Evil, 
Wa%ixiovyLto .Rage* and c&d him from his Sight.' 
But now, returning to the Father's Fondnefs, 
* He bad me feek him out, fpeak Comfort to him* 
And bring him to his Arms. 

M E N r R. 

Where have you left 
Our royal Mailer? 
¥ . - KU M'jE U S. 

Near the Palace- Gare # , *' 

v Attended by thofe few, thofe faithful*; Few, , 

Who dare be loyal at a Time like this, 
When ev'n their utmoft Hope is but ta die for him. 
MENTOR. 
That laft Relief, that Refuge of Defpair, 
Is all I fear Is left us.— -From the. City 
Each Moment brings the crowing Danger nearer ; 
There's not a. Man in Ithaca but arms ; 
A thoufand blazing Fires make bright the Streets* 
Huge gabbling Crowds gather, and rolt along- 
Like roaring Seas that enter at a Breach;. 
The nelghb'ring Rocks, the Woods, the. J*Hrb; tie 

Dales, 
Ring with the^eaPning Sound,; while bold RebeUipn 
With impious Peals of Acclamation greets * - 

Her trait'rous Chief 4hMo{^r~-y^%GY^ is theji 
One Glimpfe of safety^ when weiatdlynHirnfeer l 
Our Fronds atwentteth Part" of 1 this fierce Multitude ? 
. ^ UM JE.UJ. 

Yet more; "the 'Samidris* by whbfe' Arrfis aflifted ' 
We late prevail^ ap^infl the riotous Wooers, " 
By'fome Unifier Cfiance have iearnjt : the Fit* . T L 
. Of their .dead Monarch, and call tbud for Ve^j^i;ce r ; 
With cloudy Bro'vys tbefulleri 'Captain's gaflier ^ : ' ? r : ■ 
In niurrh'rjng.Cxovvdi avo\\^4 :'&&? Wee^Sg 1 ? r^ee^i iA 
As if they waited fcom^i ^\\t^\\^v '*' '*' •- 
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The Signal for Deifru&ion, from her Sorrow* 
Catching new Matter to increafe their Rage, 
And vowing to repay her Tears with Blood. 
Bat fee ihe comes, attended with her Guard.—-. 
MENTOR. 
Retire, and let us haftc to feek the Prince ; 
This Danger threatens him ; If he fhould meet 'cm, 
fiis Piety would be repaid with Death ; 
Nor cou'd his Youth or Godlike Courage Give him, 
Unequally opprefs'd and cruflx'd by Numbers. 

[Exeunt Mentor and Eumaeus. 

Enter two S ami an Captains, and Soldiers ; fame bearing 
the Body of Eurymachus : Semanthe following with 
Officers and Attendants. 

SEMANTHE. 
Ye valiant Samian Chiefs, ye faithful Followers 
Of your unhappy King, jufHy perform 
Your pious Office to his facred Relics : 
Bear to your Fleet his pale, his bloody Coarfe ; 
Nor let his difcontented Ghoft repine, 
To think his injur'd Afhes fliall be mix'd 
With the detefted Earth of cruel Ithaca. . . . 
1 CAPTAIN. 
Oh, royal Maid, whofe Tears look lovely on thee, 
Whofe Cares the Gods fliall favor and, reward, 
Queen of our Santos now, to whom we offer 
Our humble Homage, to whofe juft Command 
We vow Obedience, fuffer not the Seaman 
T' unfurl his Sails, or call the Winds tofwell 'em, 
Till the fierce Soldier have indulg'd his Rage ; 4 
Till from the curled Darlings of their Youth, 
And from the faireft of their Virgin-Daughters, 
We've chofe a thoufand Viclims for a Sacrifice, 
T* appeafe tbc.Manes of our murder'd Lord. , 
SEMANTHE. 
Now! now Semanthe I wilt thou Name the Mur- 
d'rer? 
Wilt thou direft their Vengeance where to ftrike ? 

[Afde. 
Vol. I. R ^V* 
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Oh, my fad Heart !— — Hafte to difpofe in Safety 
Your venerable Load ; and, if you lov'd him, 
If you remember what he once was to you, ' 

How great, how good and gracious, yield this Proof 
Of early Faith and Duty to his Daughter ; 
Reftrain the Soldier's Fury, 'till I name 
The Wretch by whom my royal Father (ell. 
Let fome attend the Body to the Shore, 
The reft be near, and, wait me. 

[ExeuTitfcm 4*Atb the Body ; t he reft retire within 
the Seem, -and wart as at a diftance. 

Enter at the other Door Tiiemachus, 

TELEMJCHUS. 

Why was I born ? why fent into the World, 
Ordain'd for mischievous Mifdeeds, and fated 
To be the Curfc of them that gave me Being ? 
Why was this Mafs ta'en from the Heap of Matter, 
Where innocent and fenfelefs it had refted, 
To be induM with Form, and vex'd with Motion ? 
How happy had it been for aH that know me 9 
If Barrennefs had blefs'd mv Mother's Bed ; 
Nor had fhe been difhoirorM then, nor loft, 
Nor curft the fatal Hour in„which me bore me : 
Love had* not been offended for Semanthe, 
Nor had that Fair One known a Father's Ldfs. 
VEMJNVHE. 

What kind Companion of Semanthe 9 * Woes 
Is that, who wancPringin this dreadful Night 
Sighs out her Natoe with fuch a mournful Accent ? 
Ha ! — but thou art Tekmacbus-—*- %tt Darknefs 
Still fpread her gloomy Mantle o'er thy Vifage, 
And hide thee from thofe weeping Eyes for 1 ever; 
TELEMACkUS, 

Yes, veil thy Eyes, or turn 'em far from me, 
For who can take Delight to gaze on Mifery ? 
Fly from the Moan, the Cry of -die Afficled^ 
<From the complaining of a wounded Spirit, 

Left 
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Left my contagious Griefs take hold on thee, 
And every Groan I utter pierce thy Heart. 
SEMJNTHE. 
Oh foft enchanting Sorrows ! never was 
The Voice of Mourning half fo fweet— — Oh who* 
Can liften to the Sound, and not be mov'd, 
Not bear a Part like me, and fhare in all his Pain ? 

[AJUt. 
TpLEMACHUS. 
Rut if, perhaps, thy Fellow-Creature's Sufferings 
Are grown a Pleafure to thee, (for alas ! 
Much art thou akerM) then in me behold 
More than enough to fatisfy thy Cruelty ; 
Behold me here the Scorn, the eafy Prize 
Of a proteftmg, faithlefs, Villain Friend. 
I have betray'd my Mother, I betray'd her, 
Ev'n I, her Son, whom, with fo many Cares, 
She nurft and fondled in her tender Bofom. 
Wou'd I had dy'd before I faw this Day ! 
I left her, I forfook her in Diftrefs, 
And gave her to the Mercy of a Ravifher. 
SEMJNTHE. 
Yes, I have heard, withGrkf of Mind redoubled,, 
The too hard Fortune of the pious Queen ; 
For her my Eyes inlarge and (well their Streams, 
Tho' well thou know'ft what Caufe they had before 
To lavifti all their Tears : I pity her, 
I mourn her injured Virtue ; but for thee, 
Whate'er the righteous Gods have made thee fufFer, 
Juft is the Doom, and equal to thy Crimes. 
TELEMJCHUS. 
'Tis Juftice all, and fee I bow me down 
With Patience and Submiffion to the Blow ; 
Nor is it fit that Aich a Wretch as I am 
Should walk with Face erect upon the Earth, 

And hold Society with Man -Oh therefore 

Let me conjure thf e, by thofe tender Ties 
Which held us once, when I was dear to thee, 
And thou to me, as life to living Creatures, 

R 2 Oh 
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Light and Heat to univerfal Nature, 
The Comfort and Condition of ,iu Being, 
Compleat th' im perfect Vengeance of the Gods, 
Call forth the valiant Samians to thy. Aid, - 
Bid 'em (hike here, and here revenge 

SEMANTHE. 

Oh hold. 
Stay thy ra(h Tongue, nor let it fpeak of Horrors 
That may be fatal to 

TELEMACHUS. 
What meanft thou ? 
S EMANTHE* 

Something 
For which I want a Name— —Is there none near ? 

[Locking about* 
No confeious Ear to catch the guilty Sound ? 
None to upbraid my Weaknefs, call me Parricide, 
And charge me as confenting to the Murder ? 
For Oh my Shame ! my Shame ! I mull confers it, 
Tho' Piety and Honor urg'd me on, 
Tho* Rage and Grief had wrought me to Diftra&ion, 

1 durft not, cou'd not, wou'd not once accufe thee. . 

TELEMACHUS, 
And wherefore art thou merciful in vain f 
Oh do not load me with that Burden, Life, 
Unlefs thou give me Love, to chear my Labors. 
Tell me, Sent ant be, is it, is it thus 
The Bride and Bridegroom meet ? Are Tear* and 

Mourning, 
This Bitternefs of Grief, and thefe Lamenting*, 
Are thefe the Portion of our nuptial Night ? 
SE MA NT HE. 
But thou, thou only didft prevent the Joy, 
*Tis thou haft turn'd. the Bieffing to a Curfe ; 
Live therefore, live, and.be, if it be poflibie, 
As great a Wretch as thou haft made Semautbe. 
TELEMACHUS. 
It ftiall be fo,- — I will be faithful to thee ; 
For Days, for Months, for Years I will be miferable, 

Protraft 
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Protraft my SufPrings ev'n to hoary Age,. 
And linger out a tedious Life in Pain ; 
In ipite of Sicknefs and a broken Heart, 
I will endure for Ages to obey thee. 
SEMANTHE. 
. Oh never (halt thou know Sorrows- like mine ; 
Never defpair, never be curs'd, as I am. 
Yes, I will open ray afflicted Breaft, 
And fadiy fhew thee ev^ry fecret Pain ? 
Tho' Hell and Darknefs with new Monfters teem, 
Tho' Furies hideous to behold afcend, 
Tofs their infernal Flames, and yell around me ; 
Tho' nry offended Father's angry Ghoft 
Shou'd rife all pale and bloody juft before me, 
Till my Hair ftarted up, my Sight were blafted, 
And ev'ty trembling Fibre ihook with Horror ; 

Yet— —yet Oh yet I muft confefs I love thee ! 

TELEMACHUS. 
Th«n. let our envious Stars oppofe in vain 
Their baleful Influence, to thwart our Joys ; 
My Love fhall get the better of our Fate, 
Prevent the Mal : ce of that hard Decree, 
That fcem'd to doom us to eternal Sorrows ; 
And yet, in fpite of all, we will be happy. 
S EMANTHE. 
Let not that vain, that faithlefs Hope deceive thee ; 
For 'tis refolv'd, 'tis certainly decreed, 
Fix'd as that Law, by which imperial Jo<vc 
According to his Prefcience and his Pow'r, 
Ordains the Sons of Men to Good or Evil ; 
*Tis certain, even our Love and all the Mis'ries 
Which muft attend that Love, are not more certain, 
Than that this Moment we muft part for ever,. 
TELEMACHUS. 
How!-— part forever ?— That's a way indeed 
To make us miferable.— : — Is there none, 
No other fa<f Alternative of Grief, 
No other Choice but this ?— . What, muft we part 
for ever ? 

R 3 SEMAN- 
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SEMJNTHE. 

Oh figh not^ nor complain— Is not thy Hand 
Stain'd with my Father's Blood ? Juftice and Nature, 
The Gods demand it, and we muft obey : 
Yes, I muft go, the prefling Minutes call me, 
Where thefe fond Eyes (hall never fee thee more ; 
No more with languifhing Delight gaze on thee. 
Feed on tny Face, and fill my Heart with Pleafure; 
Where Day and Night mail follow one another, 
Tedious alike and irkfome, and alike 
Wafted in weary Lonelinefs and Weeping. 
TELEMACHUS. 

Here then, my Soul, take thy farewel of Happiftefs J 
That and Semantbe fly together from thee : 
Henceforth renounce all Commerce with the Wot Id, 
Nor hear, nor fee, nor once regard what pafies. 
Let mighty Kings contend, ambitious Youth 
Arm for the Battle : Seafons come and go ; 
Spring, Summer, Autumn, with their fruitful Pleafarts,, 
And Winter with its filver Froft ; let Nature 
Difplay in vain her various Pomp before thee j 
'Tis wretched all, 'tis all not worth thy Care ; > 
'Tis all a Wildernefs without Semantbt,. 
SEMJNTHE. 
. Onelaft, one guilty Proof, how much 1 love thee, 
(Forgive it Gods !) Ceraunus and the Samians 
Shall bring thee from me ere I part from Ithaca. 
That done, I'llhafte, I'll fly, aslhavefworn 
For thy lov'd fake, far from the Sight of Man ; 
Fly to the pathlefs Wilds, and facred Shadet, 
Where Dryads and the Mountain-Nymphs rcfort % 
There beg the rural Deities to pity me, 
To end my Woes, and let me on their Hills . 
Like CypatiJJus grow a mournful Tree ; 
Or melt like weeping Bybli's to a Fountain* 
TELEMJCHUS. 

Since Fate divides us then, fince I muft loft thee, 
For Pity's fake, for Love's, Oh fuffer me, 
Thus languiftung, thus dyVsi^Aa ^ro&ch thee. 
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And ftgh my laft Adieu upon thy Bofom: 
iPermit me thus, to fold thee in my Anns, 
To prefs thee to my Heart, to tafte thy Sweets, 
Thus pant* and thus grow giddy with Delight ; 
Thus, formy laft of Moments, gaze upon thee, 
Thou beft — thou only Joy — thou loft Scmanthe ! 
; S EM A NT HE. 
For ever I could Men — But the Gods, 
The cruel Cods, forbid, and thus they part us. 

Remember Oh remember me,. Telemacbus ! 

Perhaps thou wilt forget me ; but no matter, 

I will be true to thee, preferve thee ever * 

The fad Companion of this faithful Breaft, 

"While Life and Thought remain ; and when at laft 

I feel the icy Hand of Death prevail, 

My Heart- firings break, and all my Senfes fail, 

I'll fix thy Image in my clofing Eye, 

Sigh thy dear Name, then lay me down and die. [Exit, 

Manet Telbmachus. 

TELEMACHUS. 
And whither wilt thou wander, thou forlorn 
Abandoned Wretch !— .The King thy Father comes, 

fly from his angry Frown No matter whither, 

Seek for the darkeft Covert of the Night, 
Seek out for Death, and fee if that can hide thee, 
Jf there be any Refuge thou cauft prove, 
Safe from purluing Sorrow, Shame and anxious Love. 

[Exit. 

Enter Ulysses, E tr m jb v s, and Attendants. 

U L'fS.S E $. 
To doubt if there be juftice with the Gods, 
Or if they care for ought below, were impious. 
Oft have I try'd, and ever found 'em faithful ; 
In all the various Perils of my Life ; ,. 
In Battles j in the midft of flaming Try ; 
, In ftormy Seas ; in thofe dread Regions wl*re ' 
Swarthy Cimmerians have their dark Abode, 

R 3 Divide 
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Divided from this World, and Borderers on Herf> 
Ev'n there the Providence of Jove was with me, 
Defended, chear'd, and bore me thro 9 the Danger; 
Nor is his Pow'r, nor is my Virtue left, 
That I mould fear this rude, tumultuous Herd. 
EVMABUS. 
So feeble is our Band; fo few our Friends, 
We hope not Safety from ourfelves, but thee 5 
In thee, our King, we truit ; in thee, thou Hero, 
Favor'd of Heav r n, in all thy Wars victorious. 
But fee where proud Rebellion comes againft thee, 

{Shout, 
Severely fierce, and breathing bold Defiance ; 
Now let our Courage and our Faith be try'd $ 
And if, unequal to thy great Example, 
We cannot conquer like thee, yet we can die for thee* 

Shout ; Drums and Trumpets : Then enter Antinqu^ 
Cleon, and. Soldiers. 

4NT1NOUS. 

What bold Invader of our LaWs and Freedom* 
U Turps the facred Name of King in Ithaea? 
Who dares to play the Tyrant in our State, 
And, in defpite of hofpitable Jove, 
Defames our Ifland with the Blood of Strangers? 

V L r S S E s. 
Have you forgot me then, you Men of Ithaca? 
Did rfqr this, amongft the Grecian Heroes, 
■Go'forth to Battle in my Country's Caufe? 
Have 1 by Arms* and by fuccejsful Counfefc, 
Deferv'd a Name from Aficfs wealthy Chores, 
Ev'n to the vveftern Ocean, to tnoffe Rounds 
That mark the great Abides* utmoft Labors, 
And am I yet a Stranger here— - — at Home? 
ANT 1 NOV S. 

And wherefore dio^ft thou leave thofe diftant Nations. 
Through whjclithy Nettie and mighty fields were fpread r 
We never ronght to know thee j and, now known, 

. . t ' xiL * '" \; v Regard 
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Regard thee not, unlefs it be to punUh 
Thy Violation of our public Peace. 
ULTSSES. 
And dofl thoa dare $ doll thou, audacious Slave*. 
Thou ralh Mifleader of this giddy Crowd, 
Dofl thou prefume to match thyfelf with me, 
To judge between a Monarch and his People I 
If Heav'n had not appointed me thy Mailer, 
Yet it had made me fomething more than thou art* 
Then when it made me what I am— Vlyffeu 
ANTINOUS. 
Then be Ulyffu! Echo it again, 
And fee what Homage thefe will pay the Sound,- 

[Pointing to the Softtiert* 
Tell 'em the Story of your Trojan Wart, 
How Hefton drove you headlong to the Shore,. 
And threw his hoftile Fires arnidft your Fleet j 
Then mark with what Applaufe they will receive theft 
Say, Countrymen, will you revenge the Princes • • 
This Wanderer has {lain* and join with me I 
O M N R S. : 

Antinous! Antinous! 

ANTINOUS. 
What of your Monarch ? 

O M N E $, 
Drive him out to Ban i foment. 

ULTSSES. 
. Were there no Gods in Heaven, or were thev carele$, 
And Jove had long forgot to wield his Thunder, 
And dart Deftru&ion down on Crimes like thine ; 
Yet, Traitor, hope not thou to 'fcape from Juflice* 
Nor let rebellious Numbers fvvell thy Pride? 
For know, Ulyffcs is alone fumcient 
To punifh thee 5 and, on thy perjured Head, 
Revenge the Wrongs of Love, and injur'd Majeily. 
ANTIN'OUS, ; .'• 
And fee,' I ftarid pjepar'd to meetnhy Vengeance; • 
Exert thy kingly Pow'r, and fummon all * 

Thy 



invoice inoie jncnaiy vjous wnoie \~arc caou arc y 
And let them fave thee : bow aiTcrt thy Caufe, 
And render back to thy despairing Arms 
The beauteous Queen, whom, in defpite of them 
And thee, this happy Night I made my Prize. 
UZTSSES. 
Hear this, ye Gods ! he triumphs in the Rape ; 
Moft glorious Villain !■ » But we paufe too long; 
On then, and tempt our Fate, my gallant Friends * 
From this Dcfier of the Gods, this Monfter, 
Let us redeem. my Queen, or die together: 
And, equal to our great Forefather's Fame, 
Defcend and join thofe Demy-Gods of Greet** 
Who with their Blood enrich'd the Dardtm Plains* 
To vindicate a Huiband's facred Right. 

Shout : Then enter Arcas wounded* 
ANTI NOUS. 

What means that fudden Thunder-clap of Tumult 
Art thou not Areas P — Thou art faint and bloody. 
fc A R C A S. 

I've paid you the laft Office of my Friend (hip ; 
Scarce have I Breath enough to fpeak your Danger: 
The furious Samiam, led oy young TeUmachus^ 
kefiftlefc, fierce, and bearing all before 'em, 
Have from the Caftle forced the captive Queen ; 
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ANTINOVS. . 
Confufion!™Wherefbre didft thou not proclaim 
My Innocence, And warn them of their Error?. 
A R C J S. 
Behold thefe Wounds, through which my parting Soul 
Is halting forth, and judge my Truth by them: 
Whate'er I coa'd I urg'd in thy Defence, 
But all was vain'; with clamorous Impatience 
They broke upon my Speech, and fwore 'twas falfe. 
Their Queen, the fair Semantbe, had accus'd thee, 
And fix'd her Toyal father's Death on thee. 
If any Way be left yet> haftc and fly ; . 
T[V inconftant> faithleis Ithacans join with 'em, 
And all is loft— What dearer Pledge than life 
Can Friendihip a& ? Behold I give it for thee* 

[Dies. [Sbeut. 
< ,...'•• ULYSSES. 

They come ; Succefs and Happinefs attend ui» 
Pallas, and my victorious Son fight for us* , 

ANTINOUS. 
Thou and M God* at larft have got fhe better. 

[To Ulyffes. 
Yet knew t fcorn to fly * that great Ambition, : 
Thai but ijne firft afpire to Love and Empire* 
Still brightly burtw, and smimaies my Soml, 
Be true, my Sword, and let me fall reveng'd, 
And I'll forgive ill Fortune all beiidea. 

[Uiyffev Aatiftoui, and their Partus fight* 

Enter Trleu%qhv s, Ceaa u k v s, ani Samiaa 
Soldiers * 9 theyjoinVLt $ses 9 and drive Aktinous, 
Ct£0N r and the reft off the St ape. Then enter at owe. 
Door, tJtYssBS ; at the other % /£# (Juekn* ^jsnyor, 
and Attendants* 

Mir&SES. 
My Qucta! my Love! - [Emhraeing^ 

&jUEE><& 

.- ■ t ,-;.. . > -\ u . t Mf.HtvofwifUMisf 

One* tme thorn wt nStee'd, onc e m o re I hold tiec; « 
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At length the Gods have proy'd us to the utmoft* 
Are {atisfyd with what we have endur'd, 
And never will affii& nor part us more, 
'Tis not in Words to tell thee what I've felt, 
The Sorrows and the Fears; ev'n yet I tremble'? 
Ev'n yet die fierce Ideas ihock my Soul, 
And hardly yield to Wonder and to Joy. 
MENTOR. 
A Turn fo happy, and Co unexpected, 
None but thofe over-ruling Pow'rs who caus'd it, 
Cou'd have fbrefeen : The beauteous Samian Princefsy 
Within whofe gentle Breaft, Revenge and Tendernef* 
Long flcove, and long raaintain'd a doubtful Conflict 
At length was vanquifh'd by prevailing Love; 
And happily, to fave the Prince, imputed 
To falfe Jntinousy her Father's Death ; 
Heav'n has approv'd the Fraud of fond Afrec"tfon # 
The juft Deceit, a Falfhood fair as Truth, 
Since *tii to that alone we owe your Safety-* j 

• inter Tblb mac h ?,-V>^ ? y i 
rBLEMACHUS: '"■'*" '*"' 
Here let me kneel, and with my Tears atone . ' » ' 

[Kneeling* 
The raih Oficaces of my heedlefs Youth, * 

: , (Ulyffes rai/es him* 
Here offer the fitft Trophies of my ; Sword, 
And once more hail my Father King of Ithaca* 
Antinous* the Rebel Faction's Chief, 
Is now no more ; and your repenting People 
Wait with united Homage to receive you ; ■ : " 
The Strangers too, to whom we owe our Conqtieft, 
Hafte to embark* and fet their fwelling Sails 
To bear the fad Semanthe back to Santos ; 
Joy, like the chearful Morning, dawns on all ; 
And none. J>u t your unhappy Son (hall mourn* " :• ., T ' 
CTLTSiSiEJ. v 
Like thee, the Pangs of parting Love I've known, 
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Sigh not, nor of the comfaion Lot complain ; " 

Thou that art born a Man, art born to Pain ; 
For Proof, behold my tedious twenty Years, 
All §>ent in Toil,' and exercis'd in Cares : 
'Tis true, the gracious Gods are kind at larf, 
And well reward me here for all my Sorrows pad. 
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E PI L O G U E. 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracecirdle, 

JUST going to take Water, at the Stairs 
lftopfd, and came again to beg your Pray*rs$ 
You fee bow ill my Love has been repaid, 
That I am like to live and die a Maid; 
Poetic Rules and Juftice to maintain, 
I to the Woods am order* d back again 
To Madam Cynthia, and her Virgin Train. 
'Tis an uncomfortable Life they lead*, 
Inftead of Quilts and Down, thefilvan Bed 
With Skins of Beafts, with Leaves andMofs isfpread: 
No Morning Toilets do their Chambers grace, 
Where famous Pearl Cofmetics/W a Place, 
With Powder for the Teeth, and Plaifter for the Face. 
But, in Defiance of Complexion; they, 
Like arrant Houfewives, rife by Break of Day ; 
Cut a brown Cruft, J addle their Nags, and mounting, 
In f corn of the Green-Sicknefs ride a hunting : 
Your Sal, Mnd Harts-horn Drops, they deal not in; 
They have no Vapors, nor no witty Spleen. 
No Coffee /a be had; and I am told, 
\As to the Tea they drink, y tis moftly cold. 
For Converfation, nothing can be worfe ; 
*Tis all amongft them) elves, and that 9 s the Curfe; 
.Out Topic there, as here, does feldom fail, 
We Women rarely want a Theme to rail; 
But bating that one Pleafure of backbiting, 
There is no earthly Thing they can delight in. 
There are no Indian Houfes, to drop in, 
And fancy Stuffs % and iboofe a pretty Screen* 

To 
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EPILOGUE. 

&o while away an Hour or fo — I fwear 

Thefe Cups are pretty, but they're deadly dear: 

And iffome unexpected Friend appear, 

The De'il K— Who cou'd have thought to meet you here ? 



We Jbould but *uery badly entertain 
You that delight in Toafting and Champaign > 
But keep your tender Per/ons fafe at home; 
We know you hate hard Riding : But if fome 
Vough, honefty Country Fox-hunter would come, 
Vifet our Goddefs, and her maiden Court y 
*fis ten to one but we may /how him Sport. 
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End of the Firjl yolume* 
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